Copyright © Y. S. Hassan, 2010. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or 
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, 
or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. 


Unseen Books 
An imprint of The.Unseen.com 
1518 West Hastings 
Vancouver, V6G 3J4, Canada 
www.the-unseen.com 
Printed in Canada on acid-free paper 


One Land, One King 


Designed by Dimitar Bochukov 


Publisher’s Note: this is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either 


are the product of the author's imagination, or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual 
persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 


ISBN-13: 978-1-58982-595-6 
ISBN-10: 1-58982-595-0 


Hassan, Y. S., One Land, One King 


Special Sales: these books are available at special discounts for bulk purchases. Special editions, 


including personalized covers, excerpts of existing books, and corporate imprints, can be created in large 
quantities for special needs. For more information e-mail info@the-unseen.com. 


ONE LAND, ONE KING 
Y. S. Hassan 


To my beloved parents, without whom I would have 
never taken on this incredible endeavor. 


There will be no end to the troubles of states, or of humanity 
itself, till philosophers become kings in this world. 
Plato, The Republic 


If angels fight, 
Weak men must fall, for heaven still guards the right. 
Shakespeare, Richard II 
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Map by Tim Fricker 


BOOK I 


THE LAND 


The Birth 


Who might have imagined that the fate of a world could 
be decided by a few? A king and his five knights, standing 
with their steeds on one side of a battlefield scarred by 
countless wars of unimaginable violence, facing another king 
and his five knights, as though reflecting them. These were 
the champions that rose above all others by their strength of 
will, mind, and body. Each of these knights was the lord of a 
wide region and at the service of their respective ruler. 
Although both kingdoms were prosperous, the land would 
never be at rest until only one king remained. It was a simple 
concept that everybody understood and accepted perfectly 
well: the land would only recognize one king, and this ruler 
alone would be granted the fate of the land and of its people. 

After many millennia of battles and wars, after many 
knights had fallen, kings raised and dethroned, the time had 
finally come. The land was divided into two: two kings, ten 
knights, and armies of hundreds of thousands. As one might 
have guessed, these knights and their kings were no ordinary 
men. To be a knight, one had not only to show exceptional 
skill in the art of war but also one’s spirit had to be attuned 
to the land itself. Indeed, a knight could sense all living 
beings on his land at all times. The knight was the 
personification of all that was good and bad on his territory 
and its inhabitants. The strength of his people and his land 
was his to use as he saw fit. A sole knight was known to be 
able to vanquish hundreds of enemies with a single strike of 
his will before even having to reach for his sword—a 
thousand arrows could not disturb his mental shield. 

A king, on the other hand, was chosen by the land itself. 
Not a soul knew what was needed to be king, but all knew 


that once the land had made its choice, the king was the 
mightiest of them all. No one, not even the knights 
themselves, could or would challenge his rule. Only another 
king had this privilege, and would do so until only one 
remained. The battle which was about to take place was just 
such a campaign. A war of kings; the last of the war of kings. 


kK Kk O* 


“Tis a good place to battle,” said the ruler of Osaria to his 
knights. “The land will not pick a side on this ground; our 
fate will be decided by our hands.” 

King Jirgar and his champions were at the eastern border 
of his realm, a wide plain ahead of them and their beloved 
mountains at their backs. It was common practice for 
valorous kings to choose to duel on neutral grounds where 
their respective influences would cancel each other out. For 
the battle at hand, they had agreed to meet at midday on the 
deserted plains of Urman, a region which laid on the 
frontiers of both kingdoms, where no man could find rest for 
both the kings’ wills were forever in a battle for dominion. 

The kings had chosen a vast, grassy plain, free from trees 
and bearing almost no sign of wildlife. The skies were 
covered with thick, dark clouds embroiled in an eternal 
struggle for supremacy. Cold winds blew ceaselessly and 
thunder resonated across the steppe, while the blinding 
brightness of lightning flashed high across the skies. No 
grounds were more fitting for the battle to come; no other 
place better reflected the turmoil the land was in. 

“This is the time we all have been waiting and fighting 
for, my knights,” said King Jirgar, unable to hide his 
excitement. 

“We shall make you proud, my king,” replied Knight 
Anaria, her tone both kind and strong. She was a tall and 
beautiful woman with silky, brown, shoulder-length hair. 
Her dark eyes were filled with untold mysteries, and to look 
into them would mean perdition for the untrained mind. 

“You always have, Anaria—as have you all, my knights,” 
the king replied steadily. He was an old man with a silvery 
beard; his face, full of stony determination, betrayed his 
many years. King or not, he would always be a man of the 
mountains. In an instant, the king’s face became serious and 
unmoving, the air around them cold and empty; the knights 
knew the time had come. 


“Have they arrived, my king?” asked Knight Yanas, 
oblivious to the intensity of the moment. “Has the time 
we’ve waited so long for finally come?” His voice was 
innocent like that of a child. 

The king’s face changed and he smiled. “Yes, Yanas, the 
time has finally come. They have arrived; they are on the 
other side of the plain, making their way to us.” 

“Aahhbh,” sighed Yanas, relieved. “Play time at last!” His 
smile, so peculiar to him, always made the people around 
him uneasy, including his fellow knights. It was filled with 
candor, and yet it was simultaneously merciless. It expressed 
life and death intertwined in an eternal dance. Only the king 
would greet his smile with a warm heart; only he understood 
its true meaning. 

“Death is not a laughing matter; only a fool would greet it 
so carelessly!” Knight Mikus could not refrain himself from 
shouting. He had simply never understood Yanas and had 
stopped trying a long time ago. Mikus was of medium height 
and build, with short blond hair and small blue eyes that 
always hid his intentions. He was a good ruler and he 
cherished life more than anything else—at times, even more 
than his duties. 

“Watch your tongue, Mikus, or the battle might start 
early,” Knight Soran replied coldly, without hesitation. A 
deathly silence took hold of the knights. Soran was of great 
build, and power emanated from every single part of his 
body. 

Mikus thought carefully before saying anything else, for 
he knew that Soran never spoke lightly. He steadied himself 
and calculated his next move. Few seconds had passed since 
Soran spoke, but they felt like hours to Mikus. When he was 
finally ready to speak back to Soran, he was stopped by a 
voice in his head that he had not known was there. 

You are wrong, Mikus. I am the one you should be scared of. 

Mikus was silenced before he could utter a word. A 
feeling of despair was slowly creeping into his heart. 
Questions about the origin of this new voice and the 
potential threat it represented flooded his mind with 
incredible speed. He tried to keep his composure by erecting 
mental barriers all around the breach that the voice had 
created in his psyche. Slowly, the integrity of his mind was 
restored and Mikus returned to his normal state. Only the 
king had ever been able to break through his defenses, but 
this new voice was not the king’s. 


Mikus wondered if any of the knights were aware of what 
had just happened, and, more importantly, if any of them 
were responsible for it. The matter would have to wait for 
another time, for now a war was taking place and he 
couldn’t lose focus. He swallowed his pride and remained 
silent. 

“Such is the law of the land,” said Yanas, as if closing a 
chapter. While the knights assumed Yanas’ statement to be in 
response to Mikus’ outburst, their lord knew better, as he 
always did. 

With a grave look, the king replied, “As always, you are 
right, Yanas.” He sighed and added, “The time has come, my 
champions. Gather your strength and march on.” While the 
knights proudly advanced toward their destiny, the king 
knew that the fate of his knights had already been decided. 
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He was of medium build with blond hair and a heavy 
beard, and one couldn’t help but see grandeur in his brown 
eyes. His name was Daraghas, king of Luthecia. “We are 
almost there, my boys! I hope you are ready to embrace your 
destiny!” he exclaimed, his voice full of life. 

“Aye, my lord!” the five knights shouted in unison. 

“Those Osarian knights will feel my might!” added 
Thoras, holding his massive battle hammer high up in the 
air. Thoras was six feet, five inches tall, a native of the land 
of Glacia in the northern region of the kingdom of Luthecia, 
where he had wrestled bears with his bare hands from the 
tender age of ten. 

“Don’t take all the fun away now! You better leave some 
for me, you big oaf!” Arius shouted in reply, a short but 
puissant bearded knight, whose favorite place was the heart 
of the deepest of all volcanoes in his realm. Arius loved to 
tease Thoras, not only because of his huge size but also 
because he considered Thoras the only one worthy of 
challenging him. 

“Will the two of you ever grow up?” Knight Genielle said 
in exasperation. She was a tall and feminine middle-aged 
woman with long, toned limbs and very fine traits. Her 
whole life, she had had to prove to her fellow knights that 
she was not only their equal but was in fact their superior. 
With time, her sole hobby was to torture aspiring men to 
remind them, and herself, of her supremacy. “We have a 


serious matter ahead of us, and your childish ways will not 
get in the way of fulfilling my destiny!” she thundered at 
Arius and Thoras, who shot each other incredulous looks, 
before bursting into laughter. 

“Oh please, my lady, we are kind enough to have you ride 
along with us!” shouted back Arius, to which Thoras roared 
with laughter. Genielle’s face reddened with anger until she 
too suddenly began to laugh. The mood was very jovial, but 
the feeling wasn’t shared by all. 

“While I can only rejoice at your high spirits, I must 
remind you that we are about to fight a king and his knights. 
Such a matter should not be taken so lightly, for I can assure 
you that they have earned their titles as much as we have.” 
Knight Mazroth’s tone was friendly but cold. His companions 
immediately understood the truth to his words. 

“These are not the first king and knights we have had to 
vanquish—,” Thoras began. 

“But they are the last, and they are all that remain. 
Respect your opponents and do not underestimate them, for 
they will show you no mercy.” Mazroth was tall and sturdy, 
and although good-looking, he was also very wise. Alone 
amongst his comrades, Mazroth had a deep respect for 
courtly manners and protocol, and while he had the most 
cunning intellect among them, his words were never chosen 
lightly, for fear that he might offend his king. 

“Bah! You may speak the truth, but you are nonetheless a 
fool, Mazroth!” Arius shouted at him. 

Mazroth glared at Arius, and glanced to his king for 
permission before speaking. “That I am .. . for keeping 
friends of your kind!” he shouted back. All the knights 
laughed. 

King Daraghas gazed proudly at his knights. “The enemy 
is not far, my friends. Let us meet our fortune!” 
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“Push! Push harder!” screamed Margaret. 

“T am pushing!” Elizabeth cried. 

“Stop arguing and focus on pushing! Push!” Margaret 
screamed back, holding Elizabeth’s legs on her shoulders. 
Elizabeth had just gone into labor after nine long months of 
morning sickness and shouting at her beloved husband 
Sarius. 

Elizabeth and Sarius were ordinary folk, born and raised 


in a small village named Yvania, in the region of the 
Darklight Mountains, so called because they were forever 
shrouded in darkness. The thick layer of clouds that hung 
around the mountaintops was impervious to sunlight. While 
the region appeared to be inhospitable, the truth was quite 
the opposite, having abundant waters and forests filled with 
wildlife. 

“Push! Don’t you want to get this baby out? Push!” 
screamed Margaret. Long skilled in the art of midwifery, 
Margaret was stern and businesslike, with no time for 
niceties. 

The pain was horrible and overwhelming; it took all of 
Elizabeth’s strength to focus enough to even hear what 
Margaret was saying, and yet, she couldn’t stop thinking 
about her lord, Knight Yanas. Such was the case for all the 
inhabitants of the Darklight Mountains. Indeed, they all 
knew about the battle that was about to take place, and they 
could all feel their lord’s strength coursing through them. 
Yanas was forever present in his people, as they were in him. 
Their strength and their will were his, and he was their 
voice, their champion. 

“T am pushing, you old hag! Sarius, where are you?” 
Elizabeth cried. “Get in here, you good-for-nothing 
husband!” 

“Get in here, Sarius! And you, push!” screamed Margaret, 
holding Elizabeth’s legs tighter against her shoulders. 

Sarius, already startled by the sound of his wife howling 
for him, became frightened by the strain in Margaret’s voice. 
He raced toward the small room where his wife lay, giving 
birth. Hoping that nothing was wrong and that the baby was 
still fine, he burst through the door, and although she was 
obviously in pain, he was relieved to find that nothing else 
was wrong. He approached his wife, who looked ready to kill 
him, and felt fear like he had never felt before. 

He managed a weak smile. “I’m here, sweetheart.” 

“Come here and hold my hand! Do you see what I am 
enduring for you?” she screamed, unleashing all of her 
agony. 

Sarius took her hand and instantly felt his bones being 
crushed. “You’re hurting me,” he complained, not thinking. 

“Don’t you dare speak of pain to me, you swine!” she 
raged. 

“Push!” Margaret intervened. “The baby is upside down! 
This is going to take time; you have to be strong, Elizabeth! 


Keep pushing!” 

Though fear was visible on Sarius’ face, he knew he had 
to be strong for his wife. Elizabeth started to cry, but he 
knew that she would hold it together; she had to for their 
baby. Elizabeth pushed as hard as she could, and pain seared 
through Sarius’ hand. This time, however, he did not care. 
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“Halt! We have arrived,” exclaimed King Jirgar. The ruler 
of Luthecia was a hundred yards ahead of him. Jirgar 
focused his gaze and sent the other king a telepathic 
message: Welcome pretender, does this place suit you? 

To which King Daraghas replied, Aye! This battlefield will 
do. Send in your first knight; let us be done with this matter once 
and for all. 

It is sad that we cannot resolve this matter without sacrificing 
some of our champions, but such is the way of the land. 

Aye, one land, one king, and five knights, Daraghas 
concluded, sounding bored. 

“Soran, be ruthless,” Jirgar heavily intoned. 

“As always, my king.” Soran urged his horse forward, 
advancing toward the enemy. 

Meanwhile, across the battlefield, Daraghas’ knights were 
preparing for the first engagement. “He is mine!” shouted 
Genielle. Daraghas nodded his consent. 

Genielle had heard of Soran’s incredible strength, and she 
could see no better opponent to prove, once and for all, her 
superiority in the knighthood and over men. She rode 
solemnly into the field, eager to begin the battle. 

They were no more than twenty yards apart when Soran 
said derisively, “Is it because of your inability to find a 
husband that you are on this battlefield today?” Soran had 
never been renowned for his sensitivity, instead opting for 
frankness with everyone. He was no brute, but he definitely 
lacked tact. 

Genielle, barely able to contain her anger, shot him a 
hate-filled look. “No, it is because of my inability to find 
adequate opponents that I am here today.” 

Soran smiled condescendingly. “Your move, little girl.” 

The air crackled around Genielle, the ground shook and 
split, and a wide fissure raced toward Soran. Although Soran 
could have easily dodged the attack, he held his ground. 

A dark barrier erupted in front of him, deflecting the 


coming attack. Genielle smiled and said, “I thought so. I 
guess I will have to draw my sword.” She reached for a hilt 
on her belt and drew forth a long sharp rapier. As she held it 
high in the air, the blade began to glow. Heavy clouds 
gathered overhead, and a bolt of lightning struck the sword, 
which she then redirected at Soran. The lightning was 
precise and severe; it went straight for his heart. 

Just then, there was a loud explosion that showered the 
ground with sparks and choked the air with dense black 
smoke. Genielle thrust her blade heavenward once more, her 
face livid. The rapier emitted a blinding white light. 

“You will not resist me this time!” She scowled at Soran, 
realizing her attack had failed. 

Soran was unmoved and had already recovered his 
composure from the ferocity of her last attack, which he had 
stopped with his right palm. His gauntlet was pierced and his 
hand lightly burned; never had this happened before and one 
could almost see the shadow of a surprised look cross Soran’s 
face. 

“It’s my turn next, little girl, don’t miss.” He had barely 
finished his sentence when he heard the voice of his king in 
his head: Didn’t I tell you to be ruthless? It wasn’t open for 
discussion! 

Genielle, still preparing her next strike, was hit full front 
by an incredible wave of dark force. 

Forgive me, my king, Soran thought back. 

The darkness of the earth started to invade Genielle’s 
body and mind; her soul was being pulled from below and 
she knew there was nothing she could do. She increased the 
strength of the piercing white light to try to make the gloom 
disappear, but to no use—it was in her and it was there to 
stay. In a last-ditch effort, she aimed her attack toward 
Soran. It had the intensity of a small sun. Soran deflected the 
attack with a single mind-strike that sent it hurtling for the 
sky, causing more chaos to the already troubled climate. The 
clouds grew thicker; heavy rain started to fall, accompanied 
by roaring thunder. 

In a fit of despair, Genielle fell off her horse, landing face 
down on the ground. Out of nowhere, Soran appeared next 
to her, his bastard sword in his hands. Without a second’s 
hesitation, he plunged it deep into her heart, rotating it to 
confirm the kill. He withdrew his blade and slashed off the 
head of her horse, before returning on his mount as fast as 
he had come. 


Her inanimate body lay on the ground for all to see. She 
was nothing more than an empty shell, to the deep regret of 
her companions and her people. She had been the lord of the 
land of Cartagia, in the kingdom of Luthecia. In the instant 
that she drew her last breath, a part of the souls of her 
people died along with her. They all anguished at the 
emptiness of the darkness that overtook her. Her voice faded 
away from their hearts and minds in an instant, leaving them 
feeling doomed and astray, as if they had lost all purpose in 
life. 

Just when they were all ready to give in to death, a new, 
stronger voice emerged from the emptiness. It was the voice 
of their new lord, the voice of a knight of the One Land. It 
was Soran’s voice that pulled them out of this doom, and his 
strength that filled their souls with a new purpose. They 
were all reborn under the rule of their new lord, Knight 
Soran. 

“T am a knight of the One Land!” exclaimed the champion 
with his newfound strength and power. Indeed, as the people 
of Cartagia gained a new voice and a new purpose, so did 
Soran. He rode his horse a fair distance from the battlefield 
so he could watch the remaining battles. His role in this war 
was over; the land had accepted him as one of the five 
knights. 

Thoras let out a roar of rage that echoed all over the 
battlefield and in the minds of the people of Glacia. The 
earth shook with the ferocity of his anger, and the rain and 
clouds dissipated from over the battleground only to be 
replaced by strong cold winds and a clear blue sky. “My 
turn!” he howled, marching forward. 

Keep your head on your shoulders! The voice of his king 
rushed loudly into his mind. 

I will, my king, Thoras replied, regaining control of the raw 
force of his thoughts. King Daraghas was surprised at how 
easily Soran had defeated Genielle and did not want to see 
the same thing happen to Thoras. 

“T shall get rid of this noisy ox.” Mikus advanced onto the 
battlefield. “The bigger they are, the harder they fall,” he 
added, ensuring Soran could hear him. Mikus was still bitter 
about his previous encounter with Soran and wanted to 
make sure he understood that, despite his newly acquired 
position, Mikus would not back down. He charged on to 
meet Thoras. They were at fighting range: Thoras boiling 
with rage, Mikus smirking and overly confident. Both 


knights were on foot, having sent away their cumbersome 
mounts. 

“Your move! Ladies first,” Mikus taunted Thoras. 

“Do not take me lightly,” Thoras replied, focusing all of 
his anger into his arms. He extended them along the line of 
his shoulders in order to allow them to increase in size. 
When all of his muscles were pumped to the point of 
bursting, he opened his fists and slammed his hands together 
directly in front of him. A deafening blast shook the ground, 
and the air burst into flames, transforming the solid earth to 
magma. Suddenly, the fire disappeared, as if sucked into a 
vacuum. 

“Nice fireworks . . . Can we start now?” Mikus said 
sarcastically. 

Thoras glared at Mikus coldly. “Fool.” 

Mikus heard a crackling sound in his ear and suddenly 
realized his mistake. Everything around him turned into a 
blazing inferno. Thoras’ bolt of energy had reappeared inside 
Mikus’ barrier and everything within its boundaries was 
destroyed. His body was engulfed in flames and burned from 
the inside out. His armor, which was made of the finest steel, 
shattered into a thousand pieces. Thoras gripped his hammer 
in front of his body, feeling nauseated by the smell of Mikus’ 
burning flesh. Mikus had survived—his body was torn apart, 
his armor scattered over the battleground, but his spirit was 
strong. 

As soon as Mikus had realized his mistake, he had 
immediately summoned the healing power of the earth, 
regenerating his body even while it burned. He stood up and 
reached for his sword which had resisted the blast. He 
plunged it in the ground, and diamond-sharp spikes burst 
from the earth beneath his enemy. Thoras barely had time to 
react; he started spinning on the spot, his hammer in his 
hands, breaking all of the spikes as they rushed toward him 
—all but one. It sliced through Thoras’ armor and ripped 
into his right leg with the ease of cutting through a sheet of 
paper. The spike was razor sharp, and any movement only 
widened the wound and intensified the pain. 

Thoras looked deep into Mikus’ eyes and began to laugh. 
“Angering me further is not a good idea,” he warned. He 
flexed his leg muscle with such force that the spike shattered 
into hundreds of tiny bits. The air around him crackled with 
a sudden, concentrated heat, melting what shards were left 
inside his flesh, closing the wound. 


Thoras jumped high into the air, his hammer over his 
head, and Mikus trained in his sights. His weapon came 
down with the speed and power of a meteorite. He smashed 
the ground with such force that both kings erected barriers 
at the same time in order to protect themselves and their 
knights from the blast. The entire battlefield imploded from 
within, leaving behind sulfurous fumes and a thick plume of 
ash. 

When the smoke cleared, Thoras was shocked to realize 
that Mikus was no longer in front of him; he was behind 
him. An illusion, he thought to himself. Mikus reached out 
and placed a hand on Thoras’ back, causing him to lose all 
will to fight. He had replaced Thoras’ anger with a profound 
feeling of mingled love and fear. 

Thoras dropped his hammer and fell to his knees, holding 
his face in his hands. A soft voice manifested inside his head 
and told him: Your anger has been misplaced; your life misled. 
So much love was in this voice that he could not fight it. 
Come to the light; I will guide you to your next life, it said. 

Thoras was about to let go, and be taken by the incredible 
energy that was flowing through him, when he heard his 
king’s voice: Lies, all lies, my friend, King Daraghas said. Look 
through the light and you will see the lies. 

Thoras gathered all of his strength and pierced through 
the spell to see the face of deceit, the face of Mikus wishing 
his death. His blood rushed through his body and his fury 
broke the illusion. Behind him stood Mikus, poised to strike 
with his sword. Thoras jumped forward and, in a flash, he 
had grabbed his hammer and assumed a defensive stance. 
Mikus’ strike was so violent that it took all of Thoras’ will to 
block the attack. He focused all of his strength in his legs and 
pushed back Mikus so hard that the latter went flying in the 
air, letting his sword slip. Before Mikus could regain his 
balance, Thoras was on him, his hammer above his head. 

The subsequent blow left Mikus without an unbroken 
bone in his body. Mikus knew that death was near; as a last 
resort, he tried to direct all of his remaining energy to the 
healing of his body. As he came crashing to the ground, he 
concentrated on reviving his vital organs. Thoras couldn’t be 
fooled twice—as Mikus healed himself, Thoras incinerated 
him with a single strike of his will. “It’s over!” he screamed. 

Mikus couldn’t accept his death; he just couldn’t leave it 
all behind. He used his last breath to search his people for a 
recipient in whom he could send all of his conscience, his 


memories, and everything that defined him as an individual, 
so that he could live on. It all happened in the blink of an 
eye; he looked everywhere on his land until he finally found 
someone. A child, not more than ten years old, was his last 
hope. Mikus was dying, but he knew he had found his way 
out. The child’s life was about to vanish so Mikus could live 
on, when he was abruptly stopped. 

I’m afraid I cannot let you do that, said a voice that drifted 
into his head. It was that same voice that had earlier 
breached his defenses. Your love of life made you forget the 
rules of the land. Soran was never your enemy; you were, old 
friend, the voice added, suddenly recognizable. “Yanas!” 
Mikus exclaimed, and issued his last breath before fading 
into darkness. 

As had happened with Genielle, the people under Mikus’ 
rule felt a part of their souls go into the abyss; that energy 
that gave them purpose in life had disappeared as quickly as 
it had come. A new strength was ushered in; it was that of 
Thoras, knight of the One Land. 

A knight for a new era! Thoras called to all of his people, 
old and new, as his thoughts filled with power and rebirth. 
The people of Glacia and Sunia rose and shouted in a single 
voice, Aye! The death of their lord not only meant a new 
ruler but also a new way of life. It was as if the spirit of their 
lord were engraved in their soul, guiding them. Once this 
lord died, a new one would take over and guide them into a 
new life. Such was the way of the land. 
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“Push! You’re almost there! I can see his arm!” 

“T am pushing!” she replied, not letting go of her grip on 
Sarius’ hand. 

“She is pushing!” yelled Sarius, reacting to the 
excruciating pain that flew up his arm, hoping that she 
would soon release her grip. Elizabeth was so surprised by 
the sudden support from her husband that she did indeed let 
go. 

With relief, Sarius added, “You are doing an incredible 
job, keep going.” Elizabeth sent him a terrifying gaze and 
renewed her crushing grasp. 

“Keep pushing!” he yelled again, pain shooting through 
his fingers once more. 

“Yes, push!” Margaret added. 


“Another big ox for a knight of the land.” Anaria sighed, 
as she glanced over at Soran. She always liked to tease the 
overly muscular men. “It’s time a woman stepped up to show 
those ruffians the true meaning of power,” she added, 
moving forward. 

Don’t be too mean. It wouldn’t suit your grace, Soran 
mentally replied. 

Ah! And what do you know of grace? I shall teach you its real 
value, she shot back affectionately. 

Meanwhile, on the other side of the field, Mazroth was 
preparing for his confrontation with Anaria. “She shall step 
down from knighthood and be mine, or she shall die,” he 
said, and he set off toward Anaria. He was terribly fond of 
beautiful women, especially when they showed character. 

“Don’t be deceived by her beauty, Mazroth, it might be 
the end of you,” warned Daraghas. 

“There exist only two kinds of good death: on the 
battlefield or in the arms of a beautiful woman—I might get 
both today!” He laughed. Mazroth had only heard tales of 
Anaria’s beauty and skill on the battlefield. Marching to 
meet her, he realized that the tales of her beauty did not do 
her justice. She was a true work of art, a masterpiece. She 
had an aura of peace and serenity all around her; her face 
was that of an angel, and her body, divine. As he neared 
fighting range, he noticed that a mist had appeared as if out 
of nowhere. He knew that the weather had changed during 
the two previous battles, but he hadn’t noticed any mist. 

“T hope you don’t mind, but the earth was in pain after 
the last battle, so I had to heal it a bit. It wouldn’t be suitable 
for us to fight on such devastated land, wouldn’t you agree?” 

Mazroth was amazed; the land was indeed starting to 
heal, and the cracks were slowly disappearing. In their place, 
vivid greenery sprang up, bringing with it the scent of fresh 
grass. Beauty and grace, he thought to himself, what a woman. 

“Please continue. I must say that by doing so you are also 
healing my heart. Rarely have I seen such magnificence in a 
woman,” Mazroth replied, most charmingly. “What do you 
say we stop this nonsense and you become mine? It would 
pain me deeply to see tears on such a beautiful face,” he 
added, meaning every word. 

Anaria gazed at him gently and deeply. “Your heart is 


pure, good knight, and you are right, I will shed tears for 
you.” Her voice was sweet and sincere but not without a hint 
of defiance. 

“You are—” But before Mazroth could finish his sentence, 
Anaria flicked her hand ever so slightly, and a strong wind 
started to blow. Mazroth had to lower his head and hold 
himself tightly to stay on his horse. 

“Let us start. It pains me enough to have to fight you,” 
Anaria said abruptly, annoyed by the turn of events. One of 
her many gifts was the ability to see through false visions 
and truly gaze at the soul of any human being. While 
Mazroth was her enemy, his heart and intentions were pure. 
He was a true believer of the way of the land, and even 
when he disagreed with what had to be done, he would 
never question it. She knew that deep down he didn’t want 
to fight her but that he would with all his heart. 

As the wind gathered strength and opaque black clouds 
once more encroached upon the skies, Mazroth succumbed 
to the futility of the situation; the fight had already begun. 
He focused and, with a single mental command, a wall of 
earth erupted in front of him, blocking the wind. Anaria, 
surprised by the speed at which he had done this, gave 
another wave of her hand, and the wind swirled into a 
tornado and began to move directly for the wall. 

Thunder was again heard in the background. 

The cyclone was wreaking havoc on the wall when 
Mazroth, having sent his horse to safety, approached it and 
placed his hand on its surface. The wall started to shake, and 
the tornado dissipated. As the cyclone scattered, the wall 
vibrated with even more force, until it broke into pieces that 
flew straight at Anaria. She responded by willing a new 
twister to materialize out of the atmosphere, which surged 
up all around her, shooting the bits of earth and debris high 
into the sky, leaving Anaria utterly untouched. 

“Earth is your element, I see,” she said gently, with a hint 
of admiration. 

“And air yours,” he replied with esteem. 

She liked Mazroth. He was kind and pure, and yet, he 
held his ground with no doubt or hesitation. “Serve me, and 
I might grant you your wish,” she offered. 

“T must serve the way of the land, I’m afraid.” 

The clouds above them grew thicker, and light rain once 
more began to fall. 

“You love the land more than you could ever love me.” 


“Indeed, you are right,” he replied, fatalistically, “for such 
is my way of the land.” 

The rain fell heavier. 

Spikes rose from the ground beneath Anaria, who flew 
into the air, leaving her horse behind. Mazroth looked up to 
see Anaria gazing fiercely at him. Lightning struck down on 
Mazroth’s position. He leapt to the side in an attempt to 
dodge it, but the force from the explosion threw him to the 
ground. He lay still, stunned, shielded by a giant hand made 
of solid rock. However, in the next instant, another bolt of 
lightning struck, and the hand was blown away by the hit. 

Mazroth willed from the earth a second hand, which rose 
from the ground and caught Anaria. A thunderous blast 
obliterated the hand, and the graceful knight rose out of the 
remains. She started to spin in midair, causing a gale force 
wind to blow from all directions. Mazroth braced his body, 
becoming heavy, as though he had become a part of the 
ground itself, and the gusts of wind had no effect on him. 

Anaria drew her long, thin blade and thrust it toward the 
sky. Mazroth didn’t have to think twice; he drew his 
claymore and pointed it in the direction of the other knight, 
swinging it with ease despite his slight build. Anaria slowly 
lowered her sword, aiming it at Mazroth. The wind picked 
up speed and strength, growing bitterly cold. Mazroth 
assumed a defensive stance to ward off the gusts, and the 
ground started to shake as he summoned walls all around 
himself, but to no avail. The wind was too cold; the earth 
had frozen. 

The driving rain turned to sleet, and then started to form 
long, thin, needle-sharp spikes in the air. Mazroth tried 
harder to will the land to defend him, but the response was 
too slow. A sudden wind gust turned every icy dagger in the 
direction of Mazroth. His last defenses were breached, and 
his armor destroyed. Mazroth lay on the ground at the mercy 
of Anaria. She flew toward him like a thunderbird, her blade 
still in her hand. The sword came to rest on Mazroth’s 
throat, as she stopped and stood beside him. 

“Bow before me, accept me as your lord, and you will be 
spared,” she said. 

A small drop of blood beaded on Mazroth’s skin at the tip 
of her blade. 

“The land would never agree to it,” he replied. Anaria 
knew the truth in these words, and tears flowed down her 
face. 


“T’m sorry I made you cry,” he added. 

Anaria raised her sword and plunged it without hesitation 
into his heart. As she did so, she felt all of her defenses 
crumble for the first time. Despair took over her, and her 
soul wept in agony. 

Mazroth’s realm, the land of Feroria, was easily the most 
prosperous in either kingdom. Its grounds were fertile, the 
animals varied and abundant. Its inhabitants were proud, 
hard-working people. When Mazroth died, the land, the 
animals, and its people felt a terrible chill. As Anaria cried, 
all of the people of Feroria cried with her, their hearts 
empty, as though they had died suddenly. A light had 
vanished, and they were taken by darkness; a part of their 
souls had disappeared. After they had lost all hope, and 
despair had become their companion, a new voice emerged, 
and it was kind and reassuring. A new light appeared, and it 
brought with it new hope. It was Anaria, their new lord and 
knight of the One Land. 

Anaria swept away her tears and projected to all of her 
people: I, Anaria, knight of the One Land, shall usher you into a 
new era of peace and prosperity. Honor the memory of all that 
have fallen by embracing the path of the One Land. While she 
was happy and proud to have fulfilled her destiny, her heart 
was heavy with sorrow, and she found she could say no 
more. She took a last look at Mazroth’s corpse and walked 
back to Soran and Thoras, who greeted her with the respect 
due to a knight of the One Land. 

“T see that you have lost your horse,” said Soran, with 
great compassion. 

Anaria looked at him, incredulous. Soran frowned at her, 
demanding her reply. Anaria’s laughter shone through her 
tears. “I have lost much more, dear friend.” 

Soran stepped down from his horse and took her in his 
arms. She whispered in his ear, “He had a pure soul.” 

“Such purity that he could not have handled the burden of 
your death, beautiful one,” Thoras couldn’t help but say. 

“The land was harsh to have put those two on a colliding 
path,” Yanas said to his king, with a note of detachment. “I 
shall be next, my lord,” and he marched forward eagerly. 

“No, Yanas, you shall be last! Such is my command!” 
Jirgar’s voice was harsh, his decision final. 

“Then I shall be next, my king,” said Knight Khazar. He 
was of medium build, wearing black, full-plate armor. He 
had long black hair and piercing black eyes, and everything 


about him was mysterious. He was a man of few words, and 
when he spoke, it was always with specific intent and 
meaning. 

“Be swift, Khazar.” The king motioned him to the 
battleground. 

Khazar set off toward the middle of the battlefield to meet 
Arius, one of Daraghas’ knights. “’Tis a sad day! Let us be 
done with it!” Arius shouted, as Khazar approached. 

“Be careful, Arius,” Daraghas said. 

“Tl leave the caring for others, my king!” he replied. 

As the knights reached fighting range, the weather 
changed drastically. The skies grew darker and the winds 
came to a complete halt. Day and night had become one. 
Arius wasted no time, and launched himself from his horse 
directly toward his enemy, with a roar which echoed all over 
the plain. When Arius reached Khazar, all he found was 
dark, thick smoke all around him. Arius tried to look around, 
but to no avail; he felt as if the weight of the world were on 
his shoulders. An immense force was pushing him down with 
such power that he wasn’t able to move. 

Khazar’s silhouette materialized above him, holding a 
lethal double-edged sword, poised to strike. Arius summoned 
the strength of the earth to break free from the position he 
was locked into. The ground trembled and cracked, and 
Arius was free. He quickly drew his battle axe and assumed a 
defensive posture, but once again, Khazar vanished into 
smoke. Arius stood still, waiting, until he felt something pass 
by his right side, slashing him from behind, nearly cutting 
him in half. His armor was of no use against Khazar’s might. 
As the darkness around him started to dissipate, he saw 
Khazar standing right in front of him. Arius’ strength failed 
him, and he fell to the ground where he met his death. 

The land of Mineria was given its name because its 
inhabitants were mostly miners. They were a short and 
muscular people, with an iron will. When Arius died, as with 
the deaths of the other knights, the subjects of his realm felt 
a piece of their souls die along with him. They sank into 
gloom, but instead of a new light replacing the old, the 
darkness simply remained. While at first it brought dread 
and terror, they soon realized the darkness had changed 
somehow. It contained no fear, despair, nor any other ill 
emotion. It was a peaceful darkness, a calming dusk that 
erased all chaotic emotions and installed a new purpose: 
order. While they could not clearly sense their new lord, 


they knew he was there, somewhere, keeping this peaceful 
state. His voice was not ordering them or overwhelming 
them like the old one but quietly whispering to them the 
path to salvation. 

I am Khazar, knight of the One Land, he said, with strength 
and will. He briefly appeared out of the shadows next to 
Soran, and then vanished once more. The knights of the One 
Land knew he was near but could not feel his presence; it 
was a feeling Soran and Anaria had gotten used to a long 
time ago. 


“I can see his head! By the lords, this baby is all crooked!” 
Margaret exclaimed. “He is surely your baby, Sarius!” she 
added, exuding warmth that was quite unusual for her. 

Elizabeth couldn’t help herself and laughed. “He sure is! 
Let’s hope he won’t be a good-for-nothing like his father,” 
she said, scowling at Sarius, but not without a twinkle in her 
eye. Everything about her showed tenderness, even in pain. 

Sarius smiled lovingly at his wife. “This is no time for 
jokes, you man-eaters! Push!” 
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“It is my time, my king. There are no others left.” 

“Listen to me carefully, Yanas. The knight you are about 
to fight must be destroyed, both body and soul.” Jirgar’s face 
was grave and lined with worry. 

“Do you wish for me to reveal what is hidden?” 

“Yes.” 

“It shall be done as you command, my king.” Yanas 
consented without questioning the reasons behind such a 
request. King Jirgar knew of the true power of Yanas, but 
never before had he asked him to use it fully, especially not 
to destroy another living soul. He watched with 
apprehension as Yanas rode away toward the battlefield. 

Meanwhile, Aremis stood with his king, forming his battle 
plans. “I shall be quick, my lord,” he whispered evilly. 

“Be wary, Aremis, the outcome of this battle will decide 
the fate of the kingdom,” Daraghas said sternly. “He cannot 
be allowed to survive, whatever the cost.” 

“What makes him so important, my king?” Aremis 
whispered back. 


0 


Daraghas shifted uneasily. “He is the key to the afterlife. I 
shall say no more. Now obey me!” he shouted. 

“As you wish. His death shall be painful.” 

Aremis was known to be a knight of the shadows; his 
realm was shrouded in eternal darkness. All of his people 
lived in fear to displease him or even to be seen by him. He 
was cruel and brought great suffering to his land. His reign 
of terror made his people ruthless, and they were feared by 
the inhabitants of neighboring realms. As he trotted toward 
Yanas, the land beneath him began to rot. With each step the 
earth turned into black ash, and everything in its close 
proximity instantly died, leaving a path of desolation in his 
trail. 

Before he reached fighting range, Yanas could hear 
strange whispers on the wind: Yanas, . . . your death awaits 
you... Come forth and embrace it . . . There shall be no other 
outcome .. . Misery and suffering shall be your only companions 
... Come forth... 

Yanas kept a steady pace, as if the world around him were 
meaningless. When he came into range of the battlefield, 
Yanas found himself stepping into darkness. He could feel 
death and despair lurking in the mists and had to calm his 
horse, which was breathing nervously. Wherever Yanas 
paused, the ghosts of tortured souls rose from the ground 
and tried to pull him into eternal damnation. Yanas’ shape 
started to change; he became like a child. He was so pure 
and innocent that an aura of untainted white light glowed 
around him. The ghosts disappeared and the darkness 
withdrew, revealing Knight Aremis, on foot, in the 
background. 

All of the knights were amazed to witness such piety from 
Yanas, especially Anaria, who never imagined that such a 
being could exist on this plane. 

“Do you really wish to harm me?” Yanas asked, with the 
voice of a child. 

“More than ever. You are all that I hate, . . .” Aremis 
whispered back. 

Aremis conjured more shadows to hide his form, but 
when he tried to approach Yanas, the darkness would 
disappear and reveal his position. Aremis tried again, but 
each attempt was in vain, as the outcome never changed. He 
became infuriated and changed his tactic, attacking Yanas 
head on. He drew two long masterfully-crafted daggers and 
charged Yanas. 


I cannot let you do that, said a voice in Aremis’ head. This 
child is life, and should be cherished and protected. 

Aremis refused to let such an annoyance disturb him; he 
paid it no attention and kept on. Yanas was a few feet away 
from him, steady on his mount. Merely slashing his throat 
would not satisfy Aremis, but it would do the job. He leaped 
at him with the agility of a panther, his daggers crossed in 
front of him, ready to strike the childlike knight. His blades 
were inches away from Yanas’ throat when an incredible 
force stopped him dead in his tracks. 

I said no! the voice commanded. Blackness swirled around 
Aremis. He was accustomed to it, and as such, was not 
disturbed by it, but he could not understand where the force 
that stopped him had come from. 

The figure of Yanas started to become blurry; his form 
was changing again. He became taller and thinner than his 
natural form, and he was smiling so evilly that even Aremis 
couldn’t help but tremble at the sight of it. Aremis glanced 
toward the ground and saw a host of damned souls holding 
him down. He couldn’t believe that Yanas was using his 
same skill with shadows but even more potently. 

Yanas’ cold eyes flashed and sent shivers down Aremis’ 
spine. Your death shall be swift, said the voice in Aremis’ 
head. 


“My god!” exclaimed Margaret. “Stillborn!” She started to 
cry. 

“No!” wailed Elizabeth. 

A strong feeling of despair overwhelmed Sarius, and he 
fell to his knees, hitting the floor hard. 

Yanas’ voice drifted into Sarius’ mind: Be strong; your 
baby’s fate has already been decided. 

“My lord, how can that be?” Sarius asked out loud, 
disbelieving Yanas’ words. 

Have faith, said the voice of Yanas, and then it left. 

Sarius looked at Elizabeth and told her not to worry; it 
had been commanded by their lord. 

Margaret looked at him incredulously, though she would 
never dare to challenge her master’s words. 

A bright, clear light shone on the baby, and it suddenly 
came to life. 

“Tt is alive! And it’s a boy!” exclaimed Margaret, tearfully. 


Yanas’ voice echoed in Elizabeth’s and Sarius’ minds: This 
child is special, and shall be treated as such. 
“Aye, my lord!” they said back in a single joyful voice. 
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Yanas drew his long, curved scimitar and struck down 
Aremis, whose head split in two before falling to the ground. 
Yanas’ shape shifted once more, but this time he became an 
energy form resembling the silhouette of a very large man. It 
was as if his spirit left his still living body. He saw the 
demons taking Aremis to the underworld, where he was 
being greeted as a hero. “No!” Yanas shouted, his voice pious 
and filled with unquestionable strength of will. “This soul is 
mine!” 

The demons froze, shocked that Yanas could not only see 
them but order them. They tried to fight; they had been 
waiting for this soul for so long, wanting to turn him into 
one of them. He would undoubtedly have been a nice 
addition to their ranks. Enraged, they rushed toward Yanas, 
but with another determined command from him, they 
vanished into the underworld, unable to resist. The demons 
recognized this voice; they had heard it before, but couldn’t 
remember when or where. 

Aremis’ soul remained earthbound, trapped in front of 
Yanas, unaware of what was going on. Yanas took a deep 
breath and closed his eyes. He focused all of the force in his 
body until he was about to implode. Then, he released all of 
this energy, aiming toward Aremis’ soul, and uttered a single 
command: “Void!” The soul of Aremis trembled, vanishing 
into the air, never to return. Yanas regained his shape and 
set off to meet the other knights. As he did so, the weather 
changed once more, becoming clearer. Daylight finally broke 
faintly through the clouds, and the wind became gentle and 
warm. 

The people of Habach at once felt all their fears and pain, 
to which they had become so accustomed, disappear into 
oblivion to be replaced by life and peace. They had a new 
lord, Yanas. 

“You have done well, Yanas. As always, you have made 
me proud,” King Jirgar said. 

“Thank you, my lord, you honor me with your words,” 
Yanas replied. 

“The five knights of the One Land have been chosen.” 


Yanas’ voice was light and calm, as if nothing had happened. 

Anaria stared at him in amazement, as if she had only just 
discovered him for the first time. Soran had always known 
Yanas to be different from the rest of them, but he had never 
imagined him to be so exceptional. Thoras dared not speak, 
and Khazar, though he was still in the shadows, met Yanas’ 
eyes, which were looking straight at him as if to say, “I know 
who you are and I welcome you.” 


“We shall name him Yan, in honor of our lord, the knight 


of the One Land,” Sarius proudly announced, while holding 
up his baby, his newborn son. 


Becoming a King 


Ghanaram was a small town situated on the highest of all 
the mountains in the land of Osaria. Although the snow 
covering the peak was eternal, the land of Ghanaram was 
fertile, and the climate moderate. It was the birthplace of 
Jirgar, whose father was a hard-working man and his mother 
a daughter of the land. His mother had always told him that 
he was a special child, a man with a great destiny. A spirit 
had visited her before she gave birth to him and told her that 
her son was imbued with the strength of the earth, and she 
should educate him in the ways of her ancestors. Jirgar’s 
father never paid too much attention to his wife’s ways; he 
knew her to be a follower of the land but never gave her 
much credit. The hard labors of life sometimes do such to a 
man’s spirit. 

Jirgar, although he shared his father’s view, always 
listened to his mother. He was crafty and hard working from 
a young age, and always made time to listen to his mother’s 
teachings. She taught him how to understand the winds and 
clouds, how to respect the land, and how to sense the energy 
that was always around them. Jirgar was never a particularly 
good student, and she often doubted his abilities, but it 
never stopped her from teaching him, and he never stopped 
learning. 


Jirgar had reached the age of twenty-five when the 
incident happened. He was of good build and strong on his 
feet. All the time he spent working the land and hunting 
with his friends had paid off; he was a robust and good- 
looking fellow. He hadn’t married yet—even though he was 
very successful with the opposite gender, he never could 
resolve himself to wed, for deep inside him he knew that his 


place in life laid somewhere else. His father thought that it 
was his mother’s beliefs that had rubbed off on him, but 
Jirgar knew better. He didn’t know what it was, but each 
time he went hunting, he felt as if a part of him were 
awakening, a part he didn’t know well yet. Indeed, 
Jirgar’s special link to the land only became apparent on his 
hunting expeditions, when he was free of all the burdens of 
his day-to-day life, and was left to himself to embrace his 
nature. It was only then that Jirgar felt as if he were an 
entirely different being, that he was free and attuned to his 
surroundings, and that he truly understood his mother’s 
teachings without having to think consciously about them. 


However, Jirgar was a young man now, and the time for 
him to marry and become more like his father had come. 
This knowledge weighed heavily on his heart. He had a 
profound love and respect for his father, but he was never 
able to convince himself that this was his path. 

Jirgar had just gotten home from a morning of cutting 
wood for the fire when his father announced the news. 

“You should get ready, lad. Go make yourself presentable. 
You are to meet your wife-to-be.” 

Jirgar couldn’t believe his ears. His father had often 
pressured him to get married, but never had he done it in 
such a direct way, and leaving him with no obvious choice 
but to accept. 

“T beg your pardon? I must get ready for what?” Jirgar 
answered uneasily. 

“You heard me. Now go.” His father’s voice was firm, and 
he offered no further explanation. 

“T am old enough to pick my own bride and to make my 
own decision in that matter, Father,” Jirgar dared to say. 

“Go!” his father, Karakas, snapped, with a look that 
clearly said that the matter wasn’t open for discussion. 
Karakas was a man carved in stone; his life had never been 
easy, and he had had to fight every step of the way to secure 
his position. He had done well for himself and for his family 
over the years, and he was making sure that his son followed 
in his footsteps. 

Jirgar looked beseechingly to his mother, Lonia, who was 
sitting in a corner of the room, unable to interfere. She had 
obviously tried to reason with her husband, but to no use. 
Karakas only had tender feelings toward her, and would 
usually cave to her demands, but certain matters were 


simply not open for debate, and their son’s future was such a 
matter. Jirgar resigned himself and went to his room to get 
dressed. Still in disbelief that his father was about to force 
marriage upon him, he dressed smartly, for he was not about 
to disgrace his parents, but he was resolved to find a way out 
of this terrible situation. When he returned to the main room 
of the house, the guests had already arrived. 

“Ah, here he is. Come on in, lad, and meet Angela. You 
remember her, don’t you?” 

She had become beautiful. Angela’s brother, Rolar, and 
Jirgar had played together when they were much younger. 
Her father, Borgar, was a weapons master in the army of 
Lord Armon, knight of the kingdom of Osaria. Rolar and 
Jirgar had taken different paths: Rolar had followed the steps 
of his father and was now training to become a lieutenant in 
the army of Lord Armon—quite a notable career path. Jirgar 
was surprised that Angela’s father would agree to such a 
union, but then again, his parents were the owners of vast 
and prosperous lands, and he was their only child. 

“Angela’s parents honored us by agreeing to your union 
and are delighted by the man you have become,” Karakas 
said proudly. 

Borgar, while comfortably seated in his chair, carefully 
scrutinized Jirgar and suddenly exclaimed, “Jirgar! You have 
become a fine-looking man!” Before proudly adding, “Rolar 
would have loved to come and see you again, but he is 
training hard and could not leave the academy.” 

“Well met, sir, and please give my regards to Rolar,” 
Jirgar simply replied, before properly saluting Angela with a 
light bow of his head. 

“Your friendship will soon be renewed, I am sure of it!” 
Borgar replied jovially. “Come now, let us sit together and 
discuss the formalities.” The weapons master, noticing 
Jirgar’s hesitation as to where he should sit, quickly added 
with a laugh, “Sit next to Angela, Jirgar; don’t be shy! You 
will be spending the rest of your lives together!” 

Jirgar looked at his father incredulously. “Sit, lad!” 
Karakas urged. Jirgar sat next to Angela, who was shy, but 
did not appear to be displeased by the idea. 

“You know, Lord Armon himself will come to the 
wedding. He always wanted the best for my daughter, whom 
he loved as his own!” Angela blushed at his words. 

“Our lord was always kind to me. When I was growing up, 
he protected me from the other boys, you know,” said 


Angela, looking down. Her words carried the meaning that 
their lord was not only aware of this meeting but that he had 
given his approval. Jirgar couldn’t believe that a knight of 
the land had taken a personal interest in this matter, and 
looked at his parents in disbelief. However, they were too 
busy discussing the matter of the union of their two families 
with Angela’s parents to even notice him. 

Jirgar’s insides started to boil with anger, but when he 
was close to bursting, he heard a voice in his head: Beware 
lad! Do not hurt the feelings of that young lady in any way! 
Jirgar was shocked to recognize the voice of his master. Not 
only had his lord taken a personal interest in this matter but 
he was overseeing it! Jirgar felt the pressure building up and 
knew that his chances of escaping this situation were getting 
slimmer by the minute. He composed himself, looked into 
Angela’s eyes, and said, “It is understandable, Angela, that a 
young lady as beautiful as you needed to be looked after. 
The boys around here usually only have one thing on their 
mind, and I can assure it is not an honorable thought.” 

Although she blushed, Angela was secretly relieved. She 
couldn’t have known how he would perceive her, or even if 
he would accept her. She had always had a crush on him, 
and it was only now that she believed it to be mutual. “’m 
so glad to see you again, Jirgar.” Her face flushed still more 
brightly, and she added, “I have often thought of you.” 

Jirgar didn’t know what to do or say. He knew he wasn’t 
ready to be married, even if she was a beautiful lady and of 
higher rank than he. Adding pressure to the situation, not 
only had his parents forced this on him, but his lord was 
watching his every move and hanging on every word. He 
forced himself to continue conversing with Angela as politely 
and carefully as he could while their parents chatted on. An 
hour that seemed like an eternity passed, and Jirgar felt 
trapped. 

“Well, you two, you seem to be enjoying yourselves,” 
Borgar said. 

“Indeed, you already look like an old couple!” his own 
father added with a satisfied chuckle. They had finished 
discussing all the particulars of the wedding and were ready 
to set a date. It was at this time that their lord’s voice spoke 
in their minds, capturing their attention: I am glad of this 
union and I approve of it. Angela is like a daughter to me, and 
from what I have seen and heard, Jirgar will make a good 
husband. 


Jirgar’s parents never would have imagined that their 
sovereign would honor them so, and their satisfaction and 
pride could be seen on their faces. To be welcomed by their 
lord meant that they had achieved higher social rank, an 
achievement that Karakas had longed for. I shall accept Jirgar 
as one of my own, Armon added. 

It was at that precise moment that Jirgar received a flash, 
as though he were daydreaming, except it was shared by all 
in the room. He saw his future as a man married to Angela: 
first, the wedding reception with the bride and the guests; 
then, his future responsibilities as mayor of their village. 
Jirgar, Angela, and their respective families had become 
spectators to the life that their lord had granted them. All 
but Jirgar felt privileged by what was happening. Jirgar, 
who at that instant knew the meaning of a blessing from 
their lord, did not share their joy. 

During the vision, Jirgar couldn’t do or say anything 
about it, but a part in him awoke. It was filled with anger 
and objection, and it was not ready to accept the destiny that 
had been offered to him by his ruler, and this part of him 
began to resist his lord. Before Armon’s projection had 
finished, there was a mental clash, and they all heard an 
echoing cry in their heads: No! It was uttered with such 
intensity and determination that the vision disappeared and 
the mental link with their lord was broken. Everyone in the 
room glanced around at each other in disbelief. Being able to 
resist a knight’s command and break the mental link could 
only mean one thing. 

Borgar, who had some knowledge in the art of the land, 
was the most shocked. Indeed, while he was able to use the 
will to some extent, he had never dreamed of being able to 
resist his master’s command; to challenge it was unthinkable. 
And now he was looking at a twenty-five-year-old lad who 
had just done this thing. He had resisted and challenged the 
will of Lord Armon on Armon’s own land. “How long have 
you been able to use this power, and why haven’t you said 
anything before?” Borgar asked solemnly, as if he had been 
cheated. 

“For as long as I can remember, but never with such 
intensity and clarity; and thus, I never paid attention to it,” 
Jirgar calmly replied. Angela’s father sighed, a deeply 
troubled look on his face. All in the room shared his feeling, 
except for Lonia. She had a serious look, hiding satisfaction, 
as if she were saying, “I always knew.” 


Karakas stood up and said to his son, “Well lad, it looks 
like you won’t marry after all.” He paused for a moment 
deep in his thoughts. “I’m afraid your destiny has already 
been written by the land.” Karakas looked proud but also 
sorrowful. He knew of the harshness that his son would have 
to face, if he survived at all. 

Jirgar, a bit annoyed by this entire event, stood up and 
asked, “Can someone please tell me what’s going on?” 

Borgar, following the movement, rose from his chair and 
tried to explain. “Well, young man, you have just resisted 
your lord, which can only mean one thing. My dear fellow, 
you are to become a knight of the land; that is, if you can 
survive it long enough.” The weapons master, feeling his 
explanation a bit light, added, “I am not an expert on this 
matter, but it is the only explanation I can think of.” He 
looked deeply to his daughter and gently put his hand on her 
shoulder. “I’m sorry, sweetheart, but this destiny has no 
room for you.” Angela, while overwhelmed by events she 
could not understand, knew that her marriage was off. 

Silence! Lord Armon’s voice resonated in their heads. 
Jirgar, only a knight or a king can challenge my commands on 
my land. He paused to let the words carry their heavy 
meaning. And you are neither. 

Jirgar gathered his courage and defiantly asked, both 
telepathically and out loud, “What am I then?” His family 
and Angela’s all looked at him, startled, as if asking who he 
was to speak in such a manner to their master. 

“My lord,” Jirgar added weakly. 

That remains to be determined, young lad, Armon replied 
dryly. The only people who had ever challenged his will 
were the aspirants to his title, and none had survived. The 
high priest of the land of Osaria has been sent by the king to see 
you. You shall remain in your home until then. 

“Thank you my lo—,” Jirgar began. 

Such is the command of the king, our ruler, Armon 
interrupted, and then his voice went silent. 

Lonia, seeing the stern look on her son’s face, stood up 
and said, “Don’t worry, my son. A new challenger to the 
knighthood is never welcome.” 

Her husband nodded in agreement. “Neither is he ever 
taken lightly.” 

“Well, Jirgar, it looks like I will be training you soon, and 
if you do well enough, I will probably have to salute you!” 
Borgar said merrily. His wife and daughter stood to leave. 


Angela, feeling disappointed over the dissolution of her 
engagement, looked at Jirgar and said, “Good-bye, Jirgar, 
may your new life be filled with happiness.” 

Angela’s mother patted her daughter’s hand consolingly. 
“T am sure you will do well, Jirgar. You are a fine man and 
you will surely be a nice addition to this land.” 

“Thank you all, and good-bye,” Jirgar replied as politely 
as he could, not fully grasping what was happening. Jirgar’s 
parents walked Angela and her parents to the door where 
they bid their farewells. 

“So, boy, are you glad that you are going to become a 
warrior? I guess all your time spent hunting won’t go to 
waste,” Karakas said. 

“Oh, I’m sure that right now anything sounds better than 
the life you wanted for him!” Lonia exclaimed, mocking her 
beloved husband. They all laughed. 

Despite the affect his mother’s words had taken on the 
overall mood of the family, Jirgar remained concerned. 
“What is going to happen to me, Father?” 

“Well lad, if the priest says that you are knight material, 
you will have to learn the way of the warrior and climb up 
the ladder as high as you can. Who knows, you might even 
become stronger than Lord Armon and take his title. He 
sounded pretty shaken by your strength,” Karakas replied 
with a wink. 

“Will our lord agree to that?” asked Jirgar. 

“Such is the way of the land, lad, even he cannot deny it,” 
Karakas replied soberly. “But do not be mistaken, a harsh 
path awaits you. Your survival will depend on your strength 
and your ability to fight, whether those fights are on the 
battlefield or at the royal court. You are one of them now.” 

Lonia smiled warmly at her son. “Don’t listen to your 
father, my boy. You have been given the greatest gift of all: 
the blessing of the land. And may I remind you, who has 
been saying that you were special all this time?” 

“Oh, be quiet, woman!” Karakas replied, with an 
exasperated sigh. 

They all laughed, temporarily forgetting the seriousness of 
the situation. Jirgar was relieved and felt truly happy for the 
first time in his life. He was about to embrace his destiny; 
the part of him that had been hidden for so long was 
suddenly free. 


Five days had passed since the incident, and the priest 
hadn’t arrived yet. Even though his family hadn’t spoken 
about it, the matter was ever present in Jirgar’s thoughts. He 
pondered it constantly, and when he wasn’t thinking about 
it, the attitude of the other villagers reminded him of his 
special destiny. 

Ghanaram was not a big town, having less than five 
thousand inhabitants, and news travelled fast. They had all 
heard of the boy who defied their lord’s will, and they could 
not hide their excitement and curiosity. They were all proud 
that their village was chosen to give birth to a new knight, 
but none of them could understand why Jirgar was chosen. 
He was a fine young man but no better or worse than the 
others. Jirgar had never shown extraordinary skills in 
anything; even his closest friends weren’t particularly 
impressed by him. He was a good friend, but nothing to 
write tales about. And yet, he had defied their lord and been 
blessed by the land. 

Even stranger, he was a farm boy. Usually, aspiring 
knights showed their skill during battle or intense combat 
training. Jirgar was never a fighter. All of these questions 
and their implications haunted not only the villagers, but 
also Jirgar’s thoughts on a daily basis. And no matter how 
hard he tried, he couldn’t find the answers. 

“!m going to hunt,” Jirgar said to his mother on the 
afternoon of the fifth day. 

“Alone?” she asked. 

“Yes, I need to clear my head, and I need to do it alone.” 

Lonia looked worried but said, “Very well, my dear, I’ll be 
here if you need anything.” 

Jirgar took his bow and spear and left. He hadn’t gone 
hunting for almost two weeks now, and he needed the 
simplicity of the wild in order to clear his thoughts. He ran 
to the small forest just northeast of the village. A river ran 
not far from its edge, and there was usually something to 
hunt nearby. When he was near the river, he looked for a 
place to hide in the bushes and, being careful about his 
scent, he waited. Making as little noise as possible, he 
completely immersed himself in the surroundings. 

It happened then; he was so focused on hiding that he 
didn’t realize he was one with his surroundings. His body 
became part of the bushes and his consciousness spread all 
over the area near the river. He was able to see everything 


clearly—the river, trees, bushes, rocks, even the hidden 
flowers and birds—as though he were looking down on his 
location from above. At the slightest sound he was able to 
focus on its point of origin and see where it emanated from. 

Jirgar couldn’t believe what was happening but was very 
careful not to lose his focus. He remained in this state for 
some time, looking at everything and testing the extent of 
his ability. The river was calm, and nothing could be heard 
but its gentle flow and the singing birds. Jirgar was deep in 
his meditative state when he was startled by the rustling of a 
heavy beast in the underbrush. He focused his thoughts 
toward its source and discovered a large wild boar. It was 
slowly, cautiously moving toward the river. The beast was 
not aware of Jirgar’s ever-watchful mind. Jirgar slowly 
probed the beast to find out why it had come: it was thirsty. 
He willed it to stop, and it did. 

Jirgar was amazed at the ease with which he had used his 
ability and at the complete lack of resistance from the boar. 
He wanted to test the full extent of his newly acquired 
power. He bade the beast to rush head-on into the nearest 
tree. The boar’s natural instinct told it at first not to obey, 
but to Jirgar’s surprise, it hit the tree hard. It was shaken by 
the impact but remained standing. A strange feeling of 
power overwhelmed Jirgar, and before he realized what he 
was doing, his will had commanded the beast: “Die!” The 
command, spoken both out loud and in his head, resonated 
through the trees and over the river with intensity Jirgar 
hadn’t known he had. The boar squealed once, and then fell 
to the ground, lifeless. 

Jirgar suddenly lost focus, and his mind was jolted back 
to his body, which he discovered was cold and rigid. He had 
been there for over three hours, and while his spirit had no 
recollection of the time spent, his body’s aches clearly 
reminded him of it. He took his time stretching his legs and 
arms until he felt the blood rushing through his limbs, as if 
for the first time. The pain was excruciating. 

After having accustomed himself to being back in his 
body, he got up to go to the place where he remembered the 
boar to be. He walked for fifteen minutes before he reached 
it, startled to find it was so far off in the woods. The beast 
lay on the forest floor dead, just as he had seen it in his 
mind, and the tree, bearing signs of its collision, was directly 
to its left. Jirgar couldn’t believe that it was all true and still 
couldn’t understand what had just taken place. He had 


wished the boar to die and it did. He picked it up and carried 
it on his shoulders, heading out of the woods. He took the 
road back home, and on the way, he saw his bow and spear 
lying on the ground near the bush in which he had hidden. 
He thought to himself, I won’t need these anymore, before 
picking them up and continuing on. He couldn’t have been 
more wrong. 

Presently, Jirgar arrived home, clumsily opened the door, 
and joyfully called out, “Mom, I’m home, and I brought 
dinner with me!” His bliss was quickly replaced with surprise 
and unease. His mother stood up from her chair and said, 
“We have a visitor, my boy.” The priest had arrived, a tall, 
thin man dressed in a long, dark gray and black cassock. His 
face was serious and determined, and Jirgar doubted the 
man knew any other facial expression. He dropped the boar 
on the floor and hesitantly said, “I am going to wash up. I'll 
be right back.” 

“No need, young man, you are presentable enough. I am 
the High Priest Daronom of the land of Osaria, and I am here 
to assess your abilities at the ways of the land on the orders 
of the king, our lord.” The priest then gazed intently at 
Jirgar, not speaking a word nor betraying any kind of 
emotion. He glanced down at the boar where it lay on the 
floor and said, “This beast shows no mark of a struggle or of 
illness. Did you strike it with your will, young lad?” 

“Yes, High Priest.” Jirgar paused, contemplating his next 
words. “At least, I think I did.” His mother was awestruck by 
his response and by the size of the beast. 

“Very well, let us discuss in private, my boy. Show me to 
your room so we may begin,” said Daronom, ending some of 
the anxiety Jirgar had been feeling these past days. 

“This way,” Jirgar replied, leading the way to his 
chamber. Daronom followed him up the stairs into his room. 
Lonia dashed out of the house, searching for her husband. 
She had to tell him what was happening and show him the 
boar. 

“Close the door,” Daronom ordered, taking a seat on 
Jirgar’s bed. “Come stand in front of me.” 

Jirgar asked, “What are you going to do to me?” 

“T heard from Lord Armon that you showed real strength 
in the will.” The old priest looked at Jirgar contemplatively. 
“T am here to assess your true nature. Your mother told me 
that she has been educating you in the way of the land since 
you were a child. She also told me about the vision she had 


before you were born. What do you think of it all?” 

The priest’s intentions seemed without ill will, so Jirgar 
replied without hesitation. “Not much,” he answered bluntly. 
“The land has rules and a will of its own, and we can only 
accept them and live by them. The better we understand 
those rules and integrate them in our lives, the better we will 
live.” He paused to think about the things his mother had 
taught him. “The knights, our lords, are here to guide us on 
this path, and the priests are here to educate us about that 
path.” He paused again. “Our king is here to make sure we 
all remain on the path, for he is the most attuned to the 
land.” Jirgar thought hard, reaching into the depths of his 
memory 
and added, “Our king is chosen by the land, while the 
knights earn their title by the might of their sword.” 

“How does one become a knight?” 

“T only know what they say; I have never met a knight. I 
could always feel our lord’s presence, but until five days ago, 
I had never spoken to a knight before.” 

“And what do they say?” Daronom insisted. 

“They say that to be a knight, one must train intensely in 
the art of war and in the usage of the will. While it is 
possible for ordinary folks to learn, it is very rare to succeed 
unless one possesses a special link to the land from birth.” 

“And what of kings?” 

“Kings are different because they are chosen by the land 
itself. There is no training to become a king; one must be 
born a king. Whenever a land has no king or when a land’s 
king is to pass, the land gifts one of its people with such 
might that even the knights themselves can only obey.” 
Jirgar took a deep breath, and added, as if reciting a lesson 
well learned, “The land will give birth to as many kings as 
there are divided kingdoms. There is always one king and 
five knights per kingdom.” 

“Ts that all?” 

“Well, the legends say that it is not until one king and his 
knights have surpassed all the others that the land will give 
its ultimate gift.” 

“What gift might that be?” 

“T do not know.” 

The high priest seemed unperturbed by Jirgar’s lack of 
knowledge on the matter, and continued with his 
questioning, asking Jirgar next about priests and followers of 
the way of the land. 


“The priests and their followers use the will passively. 
While their knowledge of the way of the land and the will is 
great, they cannot use it. They can only channel the will,” 
said Jirgar, without hesitation. 

“What does that mean?” Daronom’s tone had remained 
even throughout their conversation, so as not to influence 
the boy’s answer in any manner. 

“While a knight or a king can use any of his people as the 
instrument of his will, a priest can become the 
personification of that will. A priest can become the knight 
or the king for a short time and act on his or her behalf. The 
priest has the ability to completely suppress his true self in 
order to allow the will of his lord to be fully expressed.” 

Jirgar, feeling tired from being in the same position since 
the beginning of this conversation, kept shifting his balance 
from one leg to the other to gain some level of comfort. 

“Well said, but what does it mean practically?” 

“If a man were in the midst of a battle, a knight could 
give him strength and guidance, but he could not fight in his 
place. However, the knight can use a priest or even a 
follower of the land to a certain extent, fighting through that 
body as if he himself were on the battleground for a short 
period of time.” Jirgar sighed in exasperation, having been 
questioned in similar fashion by his mother over the years. 

“So priests are tools of their lords?” 

“Yes, but not only of their lords; they are also tools of the 
land. It is said that the land reaches its people through its 
priests. I’ve heard rumors that the very nature of people can 
be changed by the will of the land, through the priests, to 
help them adapt to oncoming changes.” 

“Your mother taught you well, my boy,” Daronom 
confirmed. 

“Why do you think there can only be one king and five 
knights per kingdom?” he asked, trying to gauge the extent 
of Jirgar’s knowledge. 

“Harmony, sir,” replied Jirgar. “As long as there are only 
five knights and one king per kingdom, struggle for power 
within the kingdom cannot exist. Such is the way of the 
land.” 

“Indeed, Jirgar, such is the way of the land.” Daronom 
paused, gazing intently into Jirgar’s eyes. “Your spirit is 
harmonious. I can sense no conflict in your words . . . and no 
other presence in your mind,” he said, a note of reverence in 
his voice. 


Jirgar, startled by this sudden change of tone, asked, 
“What do you mean, High Priest?” 

“Do you know why I am here?” 

“To assess if I am to become a knight?” Jirgar guessed, 
feeling perplexed. 

“Not quite. If you were to become a knight, Lord Armon 
would have sent you to train in the art of war. Can you feel 
his presence?” 

“No, not since the incident.” 

“Were you able to feel it before?” 

“Of course, all the time.” Jirgar’s tone was defiant, as 
though he had just been accused of a crime. 

Daronom leaned toward Jirgar, pressing him for answers. 
“Why can’t you now?” 

“T thought that Lord Armon was angry with me and had 
decided to stop honoring me with his presence. That is, until 
you arrived to assess my abilities,” he replied honestly. 

Daronom could not suppress a laugh. “If your master was 
angry with you, you would have experienced a thousand 
deaths by now.” 

“T don’t understand, then,” Jirgar replied, not seeing the 
humor in the priest’s words. 

Daronom stood up and went by the window. He took a 
moment to enjoy the scenery before turning to Jirgar with a 
serious look on his face. 

“You can no longer feel his presence in you because you 
are no longer his subject. A knight-to-be would never be able 
to do such a thing; he would have had to train long and hard 
until he was strong enough to defeat his lord in battle, and 
only then would he be freed of his influence and take over 
his title.” Daronom paused and breathed heavily. “You broke 
the link, freeing yourself of his influence with a single strike 
of your will. While Knight Armon can establish a mental link 
with you, he can no longer influence your spirit in any way. 
It is my job to assess you to discover the reason for this.” 

The weight of Daronom’s words struck Jirgar hard. He 
reeled, unable to understand how he had come to be in such 
a position. “Why then?” He was impatient for more answers. 

“It is too early to say. You must take me to the place 
where you killed the wild boar at once.” Daronom stepped 
toward the door to leave, but Jirgar was planted to the spot. 
“Well, boy, let’s go!” Jirgar quickly came back to his senses 
and exited the room with Daronom following behind him. 

As they went down the stairs to the front door, they saw 


Lonia and Karakas waiting for them, tears on their faces. 
“What’s the matter? Has something happened? Is someone 
hurt?” Jirgar was alarmed; he’d never seen his father cry 
before. 

“Lead on, your parents are fine,” said Daronom gently. 
Jirgar looked back at the high priest, ready to protest, but 
found that he had no alternative but to keep walking. As he 
was shuffled out of his parents’ house, he could hear his 
mother whispering, “I always knew you would make us all 
proud,” and then Daronom closed the door. 

As they made their way to the river, Daronom’s cold 
manner started to change, and Jirgar found the priest 
becoming friendlier toward him. “We’re getting close to 
where you struck down the boar, aren’t we?” Daronom 
asked, barely able to contain his excitement. 

“Yes, it’s just up ahead . .. How did you know?” 

“Can’t you feel it? The air is changing,” Daronom said, 
smiling. Jirgar didn’t understand why Daronom’s presence 
was becoming increasingly comfortable to him. As they 
approached the riverbank where Jirgar had hunted, 
Daronom became more intimate with Jirgar. Once they 
reached the bush where Jirgar had hidden, the priest was no 
longer a threat or a source of worry to him; rather, it 
suddenly felt to Jirgar as though Daronom was his loyal 
friend. No, thought Jirgar, it’s more than that. It feels as though 
he’s become my subject. Daronom was completely open to 
Jirgar, unable to hide anything from him. Jirgar stopped and 
looked deeply into Daronom’s eyes. Before Jirgar knew what 
was happening, Daronom had begun to shake. The priest’s 
body trembled momentarily, until he fell to one knee, head 
bowed, and said, “I swear my allegiance to you, king-to-be.” 

Dumbfounded by the priest’s sudden odd behavior, Jirgar 
somehow kept his composure, saying, “Rise, Priest. My 
allegiance is to my king and to the land.” 

Daronom rose to his feet once more and said, “Forgive 
me, but I had to see for myself. Only a king-to-be could have 
taken this place away from the influence of its reigning 
knight and the king. The only influence I sense here is yours 

Jirgar had unconsciously taken control of the area while 
he was hunting. It now only responded to his command, 
recognizing the dominion of no other. It was a sign that a 
new king had been chosen, and that his predecessor was 
about to pass. 


“What is to become of me now?” Jirgar asked. 

“We must make our way to Osaris, the capital city. Our 
king is impatient to meet you. It was he who sent me to find 
you, because it was he who understood.” 

A surge of strength coursed through Jirgar’s body, and he 
announced that they must set off at once, to which the old 
priest immediately agreed. 

As they departed the riverbank, the priest started to 
transform back to his old self, and Jirgar could feel his grasp 
over him slowly dissipating. Daronom’s soul became closed 
to him again, but now Jirgar understood why and was no 
longer annoyed. When they arrived back at his parents’ 
house, Jirgar found his mother and father waiting for him 
outside, with tears of mingled pride and sadness streaming 
down their faces. While Jirgar and Daronom were off in the 
woods, the king had contacted Lonia and Karakas, explaining 
everything to them. While it pained them to see their only 
child leave, never were they more proud of him than on that 
day. 

“Can they come with us?” Jirgar asked the priest. 

“It is too early now, but they will come in time. For now, 
we must keep up appearances, for no one can know the fate 
that has been chosen for you. Your parents will remain here 
and act as though you have only set off to become a knight.” 

Jirgar reluctantly agreed. His parents embraced him long 
and tight, and bid him farewell. The high priest’s carriage—a 
large, grand coach, pulled by six black stallions—awaited 
them. Jirgar, not having noticed the carriage in front of his 
home before, asked Daronom when it had arrived. “At the 
same time I did,” Daronom replied with a smile. He paused 
for a moment and added, “It was cloaked from your mind.” 
Jirgar opened his mouth to ask why but was interrupted by 
the priest’s laugher. “Everything will be explained to you 
soon.” 

They then climbed into the carriage and it drove off in the 
direction of Osaris. Lonia and Karakas, tears still shining on 
their happy faces, waved after them until the carriage 
disappeared, as though it had never been there at all. 
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After little more than a day of riding, the walls of Osaris 
crept into view over the horizon. “We shall reach the castle 
by sundown,” said Daronom. This was the first time either 


traveler had spoken in hours; Jirgar had long since stopped 
trying to ask questions of Daronom, quickly understanding 
that it was of little use. 

To every question, he would always receive the same 
answer: in time. The only other response he had received 
came when he asked Daronom, why, if it took him five days 
to travel from Osaris to Ghanaram, would it take only two to 
make the return trip? To which Daronom answered with his 
own question: why did Jirgar wait five days before he went 
hunting? 

With all that had happened, Jirgar became used to the 
fact that things were linked in ways that he was still 
unaware of, especially concerning the will of the land. He 
felt like a child; since the incident, Jirgar was unable to 
remember that he was twenty-five years old. Everything felt 
new; every experience a fresh discovery. Daronom’s behavior 
didn’t help to contradict that feeling—quite the opposite, he 
more than anything or anyone else, made Jirgar feel like a 
ten year old. 

“Stop daydreaming and look through the window,” 
Daronom said 

The city lay just ahead, clearly visible in the setting sun. It 
was a marvelous sight. Its buildings were made entirely of 
the finest pale gray stones that Jirgar had ever set eyes on. 
The castle itself sat behind two walls, each bearing four 
towers that reached seemingly endlessly into the sky. The 
entire structure was surrounded by a moat, and a beautiful 
road paved with cobblestones led to a bridge that crossed the 
water, stretching up to the main gate. Even the guards who 
stood sentinel at the city gate were exceptionally clean. 
Jirgar noted that, in contrast to the guards in his hometown, 
they all wore shining armor and were cleanly shaven. 
Everything was orderly and well thought out. 

Once they had passed through the gates, Jirgar was able 
to fully appreciate the town that lay within the walls. The 
outer walls served as the first line of defense for one of the 
most beautiful cities he had ever seen; it was at least thrice 
as big as Ghanaram. Each house was made with exquisite 
quality and care. 

The pair then passed through an ornate gate in the inner 
walls and entered the heart of Osaris. While the district 
between the outer and inner walls was magnificent, it could 
not be compared to what laid past the second gate. Even the 
people were different, the finest Jirgar had ever seen. Their 


clothes were sumptuous and their manners impeccable. 
Jirgar was amazed at how clean everything was. They 
navigated through the inner district and up a small hill; the 
castle gate was just ahead. This gate was made of gleaming, 
impenetrable steel, contrasting the wood and iron of the first 
two. The carriage was halted by a pair of guards, garbed in 
ornate silver and gold armor. 

“We welcome you, High Priest Daronom. Please leave all 
of your worries and fears behind, for you are about to enter 
the royal quarters,” said one of the guards. 

The lines on Daronom’s face seemed to fade and his aura 
changed from cool and austere (as Jirgar had gotten used to) 
to shining and bright, as if his king had blessed him. 

“T thank you, and accept your welcome,” the priest 
answered. The guards waved and the driver proceeded on. 

Daronom noticed the confused look on Jirgar’s face and 
said, “It changes you to be so near to the king. One cannot 
approach so close without relinquishing whatever free will 
he has.” He paused, and added with a smile, “At least, this is 
true for us ordinary people.” 

“While I can see the presence of our king all around us, I 
cannot feel it inside, . . .” Jirgar said with a little shame in 
his voice, to which Daronom offered him an encouraging 
smile. 

“That is because you are a king-to-be. No one can get 
inside your mind anymore,” he _ said, ending the 
conversation. As he spoke, the carriage pulled up to the 
castle doors, where they were greeted by servants and 
guards who were to lead them to the king. 

The king was waiting in his personal quarters, where only 
his most loyal companions were known to have been seen. 
His attendants led Jirgar and Daronom down a long hallway 
that ended with a pair of large, heavy, wooden doors 
guarded by two stern-looking soldiers. Halfway to the door, 
the servants left them and waved at them to go on. As they 
reached the end of the hallway, the guards moved to open 
the doors, and Daronom stopped, and said, “I will wait for 
you here, Jirgar, and I wish you the best.” Jirgar looked at 
him, longing to ask questions but knowing it would be 
useless. 

The doors opened and Jirgar passed through into a 
cavernous, richly decorated room. The walls were draped 
with tapestries depicting the history of the kingdom of 
Osaria, and all of Osaris could be seen through the large 


windows. At one end of the room, the king was sitting on an 
ornate throne, the queen by his side. The five knights of 
Osaria were all present, standing around the king and queen, 
and four shadows could be distinguished in the background 
behind the king. 

“Approach,” the king commanded. Jirgar stepped 
forward, toward his lord, while all stared at him. Armon was 
there, a strong-looking man of medium height. Jirgar had 
imagined him being taller. Jirgar was twenty feet away from 
the king and queen, surrounded by the knights, when he 
stopped and bowed down to his king. 

“Rise. You shall bow to no one,” said the king. 

Jirgar rose, startled, and met the king’s hard gaze. No one 
said a word, but all eyes were on Jirgar. The young man 
stood completely still on the spot for several minutes, feeling 
more uneasy with every passing second. Suddenly, Jirgar 
heard a clash in his head and the room became dark. While 
he couldn’t see his hand in front of his face, he could hear 
voices. 

“Who are you to challenge the throne? How dare you!” 
The queen’s voice boomed in his ears with such spite that he 
almost fell to the ground. 

Armon’s voice replaced the queen’s, and it was filled with 
hate. “I have survived a thousand encounters with death to 
earn my title! What have you done to pretend to command 
me?” 

“Bow down to a boy who has never even carried a sword? 
Never!” another knight said, his voice trembling with the 
desire to kill. 

Jirgar felt a shadow pass by him and heard: “I could kill 
you with but a touch. Do you really presume to cheat us?” 

Jirgar felt disoriented. It took all of his strength to remain 
standing. As he regained his balance, a wave of fear like he 
had never felt before overwhelmed him. Another terrifying 
voice sprang from the darkness: “Did you really think we 
were going to give you the throne? What a fool! Death shall 
be the reward to your arrogance!” Jirgar felt an incredible 
pressure on his heart, as if someone had grabbed it and were 
squeezing the life out of it. He found it difficult to breathe 
and had to fight for each gulp of air. 

“T shall make you beg for your life, you worthless worm,” 
another voice jeered. A terrible weight pressed down on his 
shoulders, struggling to push him into the ground to be 
forever forgotten. He dropped to his knees and fought with 


all of his remaining strength to avoid being squashed by this 
incredible force. 

At last, the king himself spoke, “You wish for my death? If 
you become king that means I must die . . . Do you wish 
death upon your lord, your king? Do you truly believe you 
can carry the weight of my people on your shoulders? You 
are either a fool or a traitor!” Each word felt like a dagger 
plunged into his heart. He fell forward, his hands clutching 
his head. All around him, he could still hear each knight, and 
the queen and king, mocking him, attacking him, accusing 
him. He had no answers—he didn’t even know what to 
think. 

At that moment, he wished for death to take him. Jirgar 
was on the brink of darkness when his parents’ faces flashed 
into his mind, crying and praying for him. They looked so 
proud and had so much hope for him. He couldn’t bear to 
disappoint them, so he gathered every last ounce of strength 
he had, and a great deal he hadn’t known existed, and sent a 
blinding mental strike to his tormentors, while shouting, “I 
am Jirgar, son of Karakas, king-to-be!” 

The pressure on his shoulders eased enough for him to 
follow with another attack: “Such is the way of the land and 
such is my will!” Every word carried so much intensity and 
truth that they drove the voices away. The darkness faded, 
and Jirgar found himself standing once again on his own two 
feet, twenty feet away from the king and queen. 

“My knights, meet Jirgar, your next ruler,” the king 
clearly said. 

“Hail the king-to-be!” cried the knights in unison. 

Four women, all dressed in purple and black, came out of 
the shadows behind the sovereign. 

“They shall be your only companions until the day I die, 
and they will teach you all that you must know to become a 
king, as their predecessors taught me. Go bid farewell to 
Daronom and disappear into the shadows with your new... 
teachers,” commanded the king. 

“T thank you, Your Highness,” Jirgar replied, before doing 
as he had been commanded and exiting the royal quarters, 
followed by the four women. When Daronom saw Jirgar was 
still alive, he knew that he was now looking at the future 
king. He bowed down and respectfully bid him farewell. 
Jirgar, shaking, hugged the priest and left with his new 
companions. 

“Such is the way to become a king . . . Such is the way of 


the land,” he could hear Daronom mumbling, as he 
disappeared into his new life. 


One King 


Thirty years had passed since the events that took place in 
Ghanaram. Jirgar had become an old man with every inch of 
his body filled with power. He had been a good student, and 
the land his mistress for all these years. He never did marry; 
he never had the time. King Jirgar of Osaria had conquered 
half the world and was about to conquer the remaining half. 

Not all the battles were as clean as the ones that took 
place between the knights of Osaria and Luthecia; not all the 
campaigns were fought by the kings and knights alone. 
Jirgar had witnessed many bloody wars during the years and 
had seen countless innocent lives wasted on the pride of 
their rulers. But the battle at hand, the last of such 
campaigns, was one fought with valor rarely seen before. 
After the rise of the five knights, only Jirgar and Daraghas 
remained. The time for the One Land to have its king had 
come. 


Are you ready, old man? Daraghas sent telepathically to 
Jirgar. 

Do you even have to ask? 

Argh! I thought you might still be daydreaming after the 
victories of your knights... Oh wait. . . they are no longer your 
knights; they are the knights of the One Land and my knights-to- 
be! Daraghas defiantly retorted. 

I have slain kings more powerful than you and they showed 
more humility. I shall teach you the meaning of the word, Jirgar 
promised. 

Daraghas, unpleased, sent a mighty mental strike to his 


challenger: Do not mistake my good looks for weakness, old 
man. Each one of his words was filled with will. Jirgar had to 
tighten his grip on his horse to sustain the blow. Daraghas 
was a king chosen by the land; Jirgar would not 
underestimate him. 

The king of Osaria waved his left hand, and Daraghas’ 
assault was nothing more but a memory. So it starts, king of 
the past, Jirgar respectfully replied, while slowly trotting 
toward Daraghas. 

The weather over the battlefield changed once more; it 
returned to its initial state: expressing the turmoil the land 
was in, it was a chaotic image of an eternal battle for 
dominion. 

With each step King Jirgar took, the air around him 
crackled with more severity. The temperature rose quickly, 
the ground shaking and fracturing, while flames formed all 
around his position. Jirgar, untouched, kept on marching. 
Daraghas, annoyed by his opponent’s lack of response, 
increased the intensity of his attacks. Violent flames, quakes, 
and winds rushed toward Jirgar but bounced off his 
protective barrier. 

“Daraghas, I am a king, not a damsel you are trying to 
impress in order to seduce. Please keep your fireworks to 
yourself and let us start,” Jirgar said, amused. 

Daraghas laughed before agreeing. “You are right, old 
King, you are not pretty enough!” He kicked his horse 
abruptly and galloped toward his enemy. 

They were no more than fifteen feet apart when they both 
touched the ground and willed their horses away. Daraghas 
was the first to draw his sword, Azrar. It was forged in the 
depths of the undergrounds by a demon whose only purpose 
was destruction. 

The king of Luthecia had been offered this sword in 
exchange for the demon’s life during one of his unfortunate 
escapades on the lands of Daraghas. 

As he drew Azrar, a bastard sword with a dark blood 
colored blade, a giant fire phoenix appeared and went 
straight for Jirgar. 

The king of Osaria had heard of the famed blade, but to 
see it was an impressive event. 

Jirgar raised his left hand in front of him, his palm facing 
the approaching phoenix. As the fire beast came crashing 
toward his position, it disappeared into thin air, leaving not 
even a trace of its existence. “Again, your fireworks will be 


of no use against me, you should know that, being a king, . . 
.” Jirgar said, exasperated by the futile display. 

“Argh! It never hurts to try! I guess I will have to dirty my 
hands!” Daraghas replied. 

“You have already done so, the day you made a pact with 
a demon.” 

“Nonsense! You are just jealous ’cause I found it first!” 
Daraghas shouted back, before laughing. 

Jirgar drew his bastard sword, Amar, made of transparent 
metal. It was known to bring light into darkness while 
destroying everything in its path. It was a sword that Yanas 
had offered him, a sword that knew no equal. 

Daraghas jumped high in the air, carried by the winds, 
and rushed Jirgar’s position, holding his sword over his 
head. His descending speed was breathtaking to see. As he 
closed on his enemy, he swung his blade with all of his 
might. Jirgar, having assumed a_ defensive _ stance, 
successfully blocked the attack. The blow was so powerful 
that the earth under Jirgar’s feet failed. It took him all of his 
strength and determination to keep his bearings. They were 
in a deadlock position. 

The king of Luthecia, being on higher grounds, gazed into 
Jirgar’s eyes and grinned evilly. 

Daraghas pressed on with increasing strength against his 
enemy’s blade, trying to throw him off balance. Jirgar 
pushed back with doubled determination. As he did so, his 
feet went deeper into the fragile ground, and his body 
became heavy, as if turning into rock, and unmovable. The 
mighty kings were of comparable valor and neither would 
budge. 

They both focused all of their strength and will on their 
respective blades, trying to provoke an opening, but to no 
use. Daraghas’ powerful mental strikes were met by Jirgar’s 
unshakable barriers and had no hope to breach them. 

The wind around them grew in intensity and deafening 
thunder was heard over their position. The entire area 
flashed with blinding lightning and became highly unstable. 

Jirgar, realizing the impasse of the situation, schemed a 
new strategy. 

The king of Osaria shifted his balance by slowly moving 
his left leg behind his right, weakening his stance. Daraghas 
eagerly followed the movement, skillfully shifting his weight 
to his right, and pressing more on Jirgar’s unsteady position. 
Jirgar, paying no heed to the additional strain exerted on 


him, repeated the movement each time he could to the 
surprise of Daraghas. 

The king of Luthecia understood too late. 

As the wise king was moving around, the pressure exerted 
by his and Daraghas’ force could not be withstood by the 
terrain. The earth under them violently imploded into a 
crater, precipitating their fall. 

As they were both fighting to keep their balance, their 
blades departed from each other, allowing Jirgar to jump 
backward and free himself from the stalemate position. 
Daraghas, reacting in a flash, called upon the winds to carry 
him out to safety before Jirgar could strike at him. Both 
kings were once more facing each other, poised to attack. 

Jirgar lifted his right leg and stomped the ground with all 
of his might, fissuring it. The resulting quake went straight 
for Daraghas, who quickly summoned a violent gust of wind 
to carry him high in the air. However, the wise king of 
Osaria had anticipated his move and was already on him. 

Jirgar, as he was swinging his sword aimed at Daraghas’ 
head, said, “You are so predictable, king of the past.” 

Daraghas, in a last-minute save, clumsily blocked the 
attack by lifting his blade with both his hands. Nevertheless, 
the strike was so severe that it sent him hitting the ground 
hard. As Jirgar was landing, he stomped the terrain once 
more with his foot, sending another quake toward Daraghas. 
The dexterous king was already on his feet and, this time, 
had erected a mental barrier that easily deflected the tremor. 

Daraghas, rushing to assault his opponent, defiantly said, 
“Who is doing the fireworks now?” 

And he swung his sword at Jirgar. The king of Osaria 
successfully blocked the mighty blow and pushed back his 
assailant. Daraghas, infuriated, doubled his efforts and kept 
on striking even more vehemently at Jirgar. Every blow was 
parried by this formidable opponent, and when Daraghas 
finally took a step back, Jirgar counterattacked with equal 
might. It was then Daraghas’ turn to parry the violent strikes 
before he could, in turn, retaliate. This dance of swords went 
on for what seemed to be an eternity. 

They willed the elements for support each time it was 
possible, but to no avail. The land had chosen them both, 
and it would not favor either one; only their individual 
strengths of spirit would settle this conflict. 

Both kings were exhausted and running out of ideas. 

Daraghas, his blood boiling in anger, rushed Jirgar in a 


final murderous rage, his blade ready to deliver a lethal 
blow. The latter, feeling all might be lost, plunged his sword 
desperately in the ground and shouted, “Enough!” His voice 
was filled with will. Darkness and light appeared from the 
blade, engulfing the startled Daraghas. At the last moment, 
Daraghas turned himself halfway, his sword protecting him, 
and summoned forth the giant fire phoenix to rise again. The 
darkness and light hit the fire beast, canceling each other 
out. Jirgar dashed toward Daraghas, his sword ready to 
strike. The attack was parried but was followed by a series of 
precise blows with increasing strength. Daraghas was in awe 
before Jirgar’s determination; each one of his hits carried the 
resolve of all of humanity to survive, and its undeniable 
victory. 

Jirgar’s spirit, the strength of his people, and the energy 
imbued in his blade of legend had become one. They had 
fused into the power of the One King. 

Daraghas was unable to sustain the intensity of the blows; 
he was getting weaker by the second, and his mythical sword 
had become nothing more than a rusted blade. Jirgar kept 
swinging at him until the unthinkable happened: Daraghas’ 
sword, Azrar, broke into two. 

The blade, molded in the inferno of the underground by 
the mighty demon Arazarothh and that had vanquished an 
unaccountable number of the mightiest of demons, had been 
broken by a man yielding a sword forged on Earth. 

Daraghas was laying on the floor, his body broken and his 
disillusions gone forever. Jirgar approached him slowly 
before he said, “This is the land of men; no demon’s doings 
shall ever decide their destiny.” He plunged his sword into 
the fallen king. 


Sahar was a town of many wonders. It had the peculiarity 
of having a dry climate with abundant underground water. It 
fell under the lordship of Knight Khazar. People from all the 
neighboring regions would travel great distances to see its 
wonderful monuments and taste its exquisite wines. Indeed, 
Sahar was also renowned for its taverns, where ale would be 
of the best quality and its tenants of the finest manners. All 
the foreigners in its inns would talk of the wonders of Sahar, 
while drinking more than they should of its beverages. 

The most popular tavern was probably the Travelers’ Rest, 


which was situated in the heart of the city. The sun had set, 
and everybody in the inn was already drunk from 
celebrating the victory of their lord, the knight of the One 
Land. 

Everybody that is but one. A man of great build was 
sitting by himself at a table that for some odd reason seemed 
to always be in darkness. It appeared as if the light just 
didn’t quite make it to that spot. Nobody paid attention or 
even noticed that table, until a young and beautiful man, 
looking more like a poet than a warrior, came next to it and 
said, “Well, well, what a grave figure. Are you mourning 
someone who was dear to you? Or are you just mad for 
being born?” 

The man sitting at the table, easily twice his size and 
weight, looked very annoyed, as if ready to kill, and said, 
“What do you want?” 

“What do you want? Is this how you greet an old friend?” 

“You are not of my friends,” the man said and took a sip 
of his ale. 

“And again who is? Do you even have friends at all?” 

“What do you want?” the man repeated slowly. 

“Are you not without knowing that the land has found its 
king?” the young man said, while sitting next to him. “Well 
you know what it means, don’t you?” 

“Yes, our work is about to start .. . Have you come all this 
way here to tell me that?” 

“That is where you are wrong, old friend . . . Your work 
has already started,” the young man said, while smiling. 

“The child was born?” 

“Indeed, even before the fight was over.” 

“How can that be?” He took another sip of his ale while 
thinking. “Yanas?” 

“Who else?” the young man replied as if the answer were 
obvious. 

“T thought he wouldn’t interfere.” 

“Well I guess he changed his mind,” replied the young lad 
with a mocking tone. 

“T will get on it,” said the man. 

“You do that. Oh, and by the way, . . . you will have to 
tell me one day why you love the company of men so much, 
...” the young fellow said, before vanishing into thin air 
without anyone noticing him. 

“T will... one day,” said the large man, knowing that his 
interlocutor had already disappeared. He left a couple of 


coins on the table and vanished all the same. 


xk * 


The undergrounds were filled with damned souls and 
rampant with demons. There wasn’t a single place where a 
soul could find rest, where it could hide if just for an instant. 
There would always be a demon lurking in the shadows, 
hoping to catch a creature weaker than itself to torture. 

However, there existed a place that damned souls and 
demons alike feared. A place where darkness and despair 
were as eternal as the fires of the undergrounds, and of 
which no one or nothing would dare speak of. This place was 
the home of a single creature who reigned over all the 
others. 

In this singular residence lived the evil king himself. He 
remained forever seated on his throne of desolation in 
eternal shadows, waiting for the day he could expand his 
dominion. No one dared disturb his lair unless he had 
permitted it. 

“Forgive me, master, but I have news,” a voice filled with 
fear whispered in the darkness to the invisible lord. 

“Speak,” he replied in a resonating voice. 

“The land has found its king, master.” 

“Finally.” 

“The child is born, master.” 

“Already?” 

“Yes ... master,” the beast hesitantly responded from fear 
that the news might displease its ruler. 

“Be gone,” the voice of his master echoed and, without a 
second of hesitation, the demon disappeared. 

“Rot—” 

A demon made of shadow and fire appeared before the 
evil king finished pronouncing his name. “Yes, my lord,” the 
demon said, bowing down. 

“Start my ascent.” 

“Yes, master,” he replied, before disappearing in the 
darkness. 


Anaria, Soran, and Khazar could not help but show their 
joy when King Jirgar, the king of the One Land, emerged 
victorious from his battle with the late King Daraghas. As 


they all ran toward him to properly salute and honor their 
new ruler, they noticed that he was motionless. His hands 
tightly gripped his sword that was still plunged into 
Daraghas’ corpse. Something was definitely wrong; his 
knights could not feel his presence, and all their mind 
queries remained unanswered. A wind of panic overtook 
them, as they ran faster toward what seemed to be a painting 
of horror. 

“Stop!” Yanas shouted. “His fight is not over yet; remain 
in your positions.” 

They all stopped and looked confusingly at Yanas. Any 
other time, they would have taken insult from the way he 
had talked to them, but they knew better after having 
witnessed his true nature. Yanas had a perception of things 
that they could only imagine. They overcame their personal 
fears and simply listened. They went back to their initial 
positions and waited still in dismay at the sight. 

“What do you see, Yanas?” Anaria asked. 

Yanas, not looking at her, bluntly replied, “Our king is in 
another plane of existence. He must make a choice. We are 
not to interfere.” 

The knights looked at each other incredulously but 
remained silent. They knew that they would not get a better 
answer from the odd knight. 


As Jirgar was plunging his sword into Daraghas, a flash 
occurred in his head that made him lose consciousness. He 
woke up surrounded by nothingness. Everything was white 
all around him, and while he was standing up, there was no 
ground under him and no ceiling above. His movements 
were normal but he could feel no force pushing him down or 
up—there was no down or up! He moved forward, and it 
was as if he hadn’t moved. This must be oblivion, he thought 
to himself. 

“Not quite,” a voice echoed, answering his notion. 
“Oblivion is not for you, king of the One Land.” 

“Who are you?” Jirgar asked. 

“Who he is, or who I am is not of your concern for now. 
Who you are is the subject at hand,” another voice echoed, 
almost similar to the first one. 

“Tam Jirgar, king of the One Land,” he replied proudly. 

“This we know already; you have shown great skill and 


you deserve that title . . . But who are you?” the second 
voice insisted. 

“Answer this first, how does it feel to have succeeded 
where everyone else failed?” the first voice interrupted. 

“Pride and accomplishment!” Jirgar quickly said, before 
adding, “Pride to have succeeded where everyone else failed; 
accomplishment to have obtained the power to build a better 
tomorrow for all people.” 

“Were those the reasons why you did what you did?” the 
second voice asked. 

“Yes,” Jirgar replied without hesitation. 

“How noble of you, while I want to believe you, I am sure 
there were other reasons . . . Mighty King Jirgar,” the same 
voice answered back. 

Jirgar allowed himself to smile and replied, “I could tell 
you of a thousand other reasons, but those are the main 
ones.” 

“Well said, Jirgar, king of the One Land,” the first voice 
echoed. 

Jirgar, still trying to figure out where he was, asked, 
“What is the purpose of this?” 

“You will know the purpose in due time, Good King,” the 
first voice answered. 

“Shouldn’t you be curious as to what the ultimate gift is? 
You have conquered all; you are the only king left . . . If the 
legends were true, you should be granted a gift . . . Aren’t 
you curious?” the second voice inquired. 

Jirgar, still floating in nothingness, held his chin in a 
ponderous manner. “I always believed it would come in due 
time. It is not for me to decide the when and how.” 

“Again a noble answer, Good King,” the first voice said 
joyfully. 

“While you might be able to fool him with your so-called 
nobility, I know your heart’s true desires . . . Mighty King,” 
the second voice added, while emphasizing the last two 
words. 

Jirgar frowned and asked, “Oh, and what does my heart 
desire?” 

“Like all hearts of men, power, of course! Power I can 
grant you,” the second voice said with confidence. 

Jirgar started to think about the implications of such 
words and replied, “My heart indeed desires power. I am 
indeed a man.” 

“Come with me and I shall grant you power that goes far 


beyond your imagination!” the second voice added with a 
different tone: louder, stronger, and with true power behind 
it. 

“If such is your choice, Good King,” the first voice echoed 
in the background, fading away. 

Jirgar was suddenly taken to his throne in his castle, and 
the next instant, he saw his castle from far up in the sky. He 
barely had the time to appreciate the view when he was 
taken even further up, and saw the entire kingdom of Osaria. 
It was a marvelous sight; his people had built wonders all 
over the land, and before he could linger any more, he was 
taken further up, much further up, to see the Earth 
altogether. It was a beautiful blue planet; before so much 
beauty, Jirgar was in disbelief. A true masterpiece, he 
thought. 

“The power I can grant you will give you dominion over 
all with a single strike of your will. You will never need 
anything or anyone again,” the voice echoed, showing its 
true intent. The planet started to shake and volcanoes 
erupted all over the lands, not sparing a single life. It was all 
destroyed within minutes. 

“You shall rule forever, Mighty King!” the voice added, 
obviously pleased with the display. 

Jirgar could not help but cry; he knew it all to be an 
illusion, but the sight of it made his heart weep in agony. 

“And why would I need such power? To destroy all that I 
have worked for?” Jirgar exclaimed. 

“True power can only be if you are free of all bonds!” the 
voice replied. 

“Free? Free from what? Free from my people’s hopes? 
Free from the voices of the land? Free from my heart’s 
aspirations?” Jirgar shouted back. 

“Free from any burden!” the voice insisted. 

Jirgar’s face was turning red in anger. “What burden? You 
offer freedom from the bonds that make me who I am in 
order to bind myself to your likes? Do you take me for a 
fool?” Jirgar screamed with rage. 

“Listen to your heart’s true desire, Mighty King! It is what 
you have wished for since your childhood!” the voice 
shouted back. 

Jirgar closed his eyes in disbelief; his hands clutched his 
face. “Lies! I never wished for destruction! I do not seek 
power for power! I never did and never will!” Jirgar replied, 
sending all his might into a single mental attack toward the 


heavens. The illusion disappeared, and Jirgar found himself 
back where he was, surrounded by white nothingness. He 
could hear a laughter coming from the background. 

“Ah, Good King, you just made an enemy... and a 
friend,” the first voice said, not hiding its satisfaction. 

“Are you here to offer me more nonsense?” Jirgar yelled, 
showing impatience. “I have not fought all these years to be 
made a fool!” 

“Good King!” the voice yelled back, before adding with 
composure, “Please restrain yourself from such statements. I 
came to you for you have shown courage and honor. You 
have never disappointed me, not once, Good King.” 

“And what of your friend?” Jirgar asked still angry. 

“My friend? Ha! You must be mistaking me for someone 
else,” it responded. 

The words of that last statement plunged Jirgar into deep 
ponderation. He replayed everything that had happened to 
him since his arrival into oblivion and realized what had just 
taken place. He was to make a choice: decide what kind of 
king he was to become and what kind of man he was. 

“Now you understand, Good King,” the voice said. “You 
have chosen the path I am to offer you before having to 
listen to me... As I told you before, I knew you wouldn’t 
disappoint me. I knew that before you arrived, and I knew 
that when I talked to your mother of your birth.” 

Jirgar felt as he once did when he had discovered that he 
was a king-to-be. He felt all of his mother’s pride and love 
for him; it made him cry. 

As Jirgar was regaining his composure, a form surrounded 
by light started to appear; the voice had a face. 

“Well met, Good King,” a young and beautiful man said. 
He was of good build and brightness emanated from him. It 
reminded him of Yanas when he had turned into a child. 

“You have chosen to be a king of the people, a choice that 
honors you,” the young man said, while bowing down and 
added respectfully, “Please accept my congratulations and 
my deepest sentiments.” 

Jirgar felt an intense emotion of well-being and said, “I 
thank thee. . . angel.” 

“Anael is the name, Good King.” 

“What—” 

“T shall explain everything to you. This is the gift I have 
for you, knowledge of the hidden. You are the king of the 
One Land, the Earth, and all shall be revealed. You have not 


finished your journey yet, Good King.” 

Anael looked lovingly at Jirgar and_ started his 
explanation: “You are aware that there exists three planes of 
existence: that of the mortals, that of the demons, and that of 
the angels. Demons and angels alike feed on the eternal 
souls.” Anael, noticing the confused look on Jirgar’s face, 
attempted to clarify. “Demons feed on the eternal suffering 
of the human souls, while angels feed on their eternal 
happiness. Furthermore, human souls are needed to increase 
both the numbers of angels and of demons. Once a soul 
becomes mature and pure enough, it can choose to become 
an angel. Once a soul becomes mature and perverted 
enough, it can be turned into a demon.” 

Jirgar listened carefully to what Anael was saying and 
interjected, “Are you asking me to accept your guidance in 
order to make a better world for human souls to grow in, so 
that they can be rewarded with eternal happiness? Am I to 
rule the world as I see fit while taking your considerations 
into account?” 

“Well yes and no,” Anael replied. “You are to rule the 
world as you see fit, this I cannot deny. You can even turn 
the world into another hell and there is nothing I can do. 
However, know that there is a price for everything—” 

“Such is the way of the land,” Jirgar interrupted. 

“Indeed, Good King,” Anael concurred. Anael took a 
moment to carefully choose his next words as to not mislead 
the Good King. “Failing to make of this Earth a proper 
ground for the human souls to grow in will inevitably lead to 
destruction and evil. As you are aware, there is little 
meddling from demons and angels alike on your land.” The 
angel paused once more to allow Jirgar to fully grasp the 
meaning of his words. 

Jirgar, a little overwhelmed by all that had been revealed 
to him, started to float in circles, holding his chin 
ponderously. Anael could not help but smile at the sight. 

Anael allowed the Good King a few moments before 
interrupting him. “Angels and demons can come anytime to 
this Earth in spiritual form, with very limited abilities to 
interact with its surroundings. However, some of the most 
powerful creatures, higher demons and angels, can take on a 
human form and fully interact with it. The price for this 
transformation is having very limited powers and abilities.” 

Jirgar once more began to float around lost in his 
thoughts. 


Anael continued, “All they can do is influence your people 
and certain events; they are no match for you or your 
knights on the battlegrounds. In other words, your faith and 
that of your knights and people act as a barrier, preventing 
demons and angels alike from interfering with your affairs.” 

Anael paused again before going on, but this time the 
king was steady and carefully listening to his words. 

Anael kept talking. “Most of the human souls return to 
the Earth after their bodies die, and only certain souls are 
‘judged’ and sent to either the kingdom of angels or that of 
demons. Most of the souls are nothing but young children, 
and only a few have reached the age of ‘responsibility’.” 
Anael paused to see Jirgar’s perplexed face. 

The Good King, realizing that Anael was waiting for him 
to continue, waved for him to do so. 

“So you see, if you fail to make this land a favorable place 
for souls to grow in, you will slowly lose the barriers that 
protect you from the demon world and will eventually be 
invaded by them, so that they can turn you to their liking 
and, thus, doom the human race.” 

Jirgar took a moment to assimilate everything Anael had 
been saying and asked, “And if I succeed in turning this land 
into a favorable place for the human souls to grow in, it will 
open the doors to your kingdom?” 

Anael quickly replied, “Yes, it will, and we will do 
everything in our powers to guide the human souls to our 
realm.” 

“T have to lead my people toward building a better world 
that will allow their souls to learn the meaning of happiness 
through actions and responsibilities,” Jirgar said, and then 
paused to think about his next words. “We are free to build 
the world we see fit as long as it leads our souls away from 
perversion and into the divine light.” 

“You are free to build the world you see fit, but you must 
be careful not to doom your eternal souls,” Anael corrected. 

Jirgar nodded and said, “A difficult path awaits us.” 

“Indeed, you are a king of the people and are linked to 
them. While the demons are not your match on this plane, 
they can deprave your people; thus, weakening you and in 
time depraving you.” 

Jirgar sighed heavily. “I must be careful in all of my 
future decisions.” 

“More than you can imagine. That is why you have been 
given the gift of sight. You now know and can see the 


hidden. You have been given the gift to make the decisions 
that will lead you or any soul of your choosing to hell or to 
heaven.” 

“Tt is a great responsibility, maybe more than I can carry.” 

“You are the king of the One Land, Good King,” Anael 
replied respectfully. 

“With the help of my knights, I shall assume that 
responsibility, angel,” Jirgar said, with his voice filled with 
strength and courage. 

“I never doubted you, Good King, but I am afraid that is 
the easy part of what awaits you,” Anael said sorrowfully. 

“What do you mean?” Jirgar asked with obvious surprise. 

Anael moved uneasily. 

“A child was born on your land, a child who is ‘unique’.” 
Anael paused before adding somberly, “A child who will 
grow to either be your end or your salvation, I am afraid.” 

Jirgar, startled by this news, looked in disbelief at Anael. 

Anael hastily clarified. “Now the land is united and it has 
found its king. Now its king knows what is hidden and has 
accepted his responsibilities. The king has to show his true 
nature. Depending on how you choose to reign as a lord and 
how you make this land proper for soul development, the 
child will grow to either become the purest of all souls, 
leading to the salvation of the land and its people, or the 
darkest of all souls, leading to the destruction of the land 
and its people.” 

Anael, seeing the sober look on Jirgar’s face, placed his 
hand gently on his shoulder, to which the Good King 
promptly stated, “Who is that child? I shall protect him with 
my life!” 

Anael smiled. “He was born on the land of Yanas, and I 
am afraid you cannot reach him in any way. He is the only 
child that you have no dominion over; no one can reach him, 
not angels and not demons, at least not directly.” Anael 
allowed Jirgar to fully grasp what he was saying and added, 
“All we can do is influence him to take either path, and until 
he has chosen his path, you and your people shall find no 
rest, I am afraid.” 

Jirgar, in disbelief, tried to object. “Why? My new 
responsibilities are already so heavy to carry.” 

Anael quickly interrupted him and said honestly, “I am 
afraid I can only tell of what I know and no more. I do not 
have the answer to that question, but you will, in time.” 

Jirgar began to float around once more, but this time he 


was doing so randomly. He was deep in his thoughts, 
unaware that he was moving. 

Jirgar approached Anael with a kingly demeanor and said, 
“J, with my knights, shall make this land the land it ought to 
be, and this child shall be the purest of them all.” 

“May your words be truth, Good King,” Anael replied 
uneasily. 

Jirgar looked at Anael and noticed that there was 
something he was hiding. “What is it, angel?” 

“Well, I must tell you. . . That child was not meant to be 
born yet,” Anael said with difficulty. 

“What do you mean?” 

“He was not to be born for another five years which 
would have given you time to adapt to your new situation. 
Yanas decided differently, . . .” Anael added, showing real 
discomfort in his voice. 

“Yanas? I did not know him to have such power,” Jirgar 
said honestly. 

“He doesn’t. The child that was born was supposed to die 
and the soul to wait for another five years before finding a 
new vessel. Yanas prevented the death of the child, 
somehow, and the soul remained within the child.” 

Jirgar, surprised at the news, asked, “Why?” 

“You will have to ask him yourself. Yanas is unique in his 


way as well, . . .” Anael said this reluctantly, before adding, 
“He has a foot in both worlds, angelic and demonic.” 
“How so?” 


“His mother was an angel and his father a demon in 
human form. While the events leading to his birth are 
unknown to us all, it happened, and he was allowed to live.” 

Jirgar always knew that Yanas was different from them 
all, even for a knight, but never had he imagined him to be 
so unique. With this new knowledge, panic took over Jirgar. 
“Whose side is he on, angel?” 

“Yours, Good King; he answers to no angel and to no 
demon.” 

“Yanas has always been dear to me... It pained me to 
even think to doubt his loyalty,” Jirgar sincerely replied. 

“You will find in him a great companion, Good King, and 
a great help, for he understands these matters as well as I 
do.” 

Anael and Jirgar looked at each other, and everything was 
clear between them: a silence took place. 

Jirgar, with a jovial tone, said abruptly, “Well, how long 


are you going to keep me here?” 

“Ha! Forgive me, Good King. I bid you farewell and the 
best of luck. Our path shall cross again, I am sure of it,” 
Anael said, bowing down. 

Jirgar lowered his head and bid him farewell. 

Anael slowly disappeared, and as he was doing so, Jirgar 
closed his eyes and went into a dreamless sleep. 


*k Kk O* 


Jirgar awakened to find himself holding his sword in 
Daraghas’ dead body. He was back on the battleground 
where he had been victorious. He withdrew his sword from 
the fallen king and swept it clean of his blood. He turned to 
see his loyal horse waiting for him, its eyes filled with joy. 
He gently tapped its head and rode it toward his knights. 
They all looked ecstatic and relieved to see him; however, 
their faces betrayed the worries that they had gone through. 
Jirgar understood that he had been gone for some time now. 

All of his champions went to meet him and bowed before 
their lord, the king of the One Land. 

Jirgar gazed upon his knights and proudly said, “Rise, my 
knights, forget your worries, this is time for celebration!” 

“Long live the king!” they all yelled in unison, before 
making their way back to Osaris. 

“Where have you been all this time, my lord?” Anaria 
asked, not being able to hide her curiosity, and needing to 
assuage her past worries. 

“Dear Anaria, I have been to nothingness,” the king 
replied honestly. “I had to make a choice and a gift was 
given to me.” 

All the knights thought of the legend of the ultimate gift 
once the One Land found its king. 

“The legends were true, my king?” Soran asked. 

“They were, Soran.” 

“Can you tell us, my lord?” Khazar asked. 

“I am afraid I must!” Jirgar replied with laughter. 
“Haven’t you noticed that I haven’t linked with you, the 
people, and the land yet?” 

“Yes, my king, but we thought that your strengths were 
drained after the intense battle,” ventured Thoras. 

Jirgar smiled and simply replied, “Nay, you will 
understand why once I do.” 

Jirgar took a moment to regain his composure and linked 


himself with his knights. The champions felt at first as they 
always did; they felt the presence of their king and lord. But 
slowly they sensed pressure building up in their heads, as if a 
huge volume of new information was being passed on, and 
they had to digest it in a very short amount of time. 

Suddenly it happened; all the knowledge that the king 
had newly acquired was transferred to his knights. They all 
reacted the same way; their horses stopped and they stared 
at their king as if he had repeatedly punched them in the 
face. All but Yanas; he seemed to be unaffected by this event. 

“The real battle is only starting?” Soran exclaimed, unable 
to hide his deep discontent at the news. “And who is that 
child?” 

All the knights looked at the king for an answer; all with 
expressions that meant they shared Soran’s feelings. 

“Aye Soran, the real battle is only starting and that child 
is our only hope of winning it,” Jirgar answered. “We have 
much work ahead of us. We will have to change the way we 
battle and change the way we make our decisions.” 

Khazar, who usually remained very silent, asked in an 
incredulous tone, “How does one battle what he cannot see 
or even start to understand?” 

“Through his actions and decisions,” Jirgar replied. 

“T already miss the old-fashioned battlefields, my king.” 
Khazar could not refrain himself from replying. 

“Worry not, for I am sure you will not have time to miss 
them for too long,” Jirgar teased. No matter how grave the 
situation was, the champions were relieved to see their king 
so lighthearted about it. They couldn’t remember the last 
time they saw him joke and laugh; it gave them enough 
courage to fight a thousand battles. 

The king, setting aside his worries, exclaimed, “We will 
plan tomorrow but tonight is for celebration!” 

All of the knights roared in approval, while thrusting their 
swords heavenward. 

After the moment of bliss had passed, Soran, in a joyful 
tone, said to Yanas, “And by the way, Yanas, I always 
thought that you didn’t speak because you had nothing to 
say. I guess I couldn’t have been more wrong!” 

The king and knights burst into hearty laughter. 

Yanas, still smiling, simply replied, “You never asked.” 

Soran looked at him incredulously, and fatalistically said, 
“Hopeless case.” He sighed heavily, leading to more hilarity 
from all parties. 


I am King Jirgar, king of the One Land. I shall lead you to 
greatness! Jirgar mentally said to all the folks of the land, the 
One Land, his One Land. All of the people rejoiced at the 
sound of their king and at the peace it brought. The time of 
conflict that they had known for so long had finally come to 
an end. 

Shortly after King Jirgar had linked with his people, the 
weather above the plains of Urman finally cleared. One 
could see a beautiful blue sky with scattered white clouds. 
The sun was slowly setting on the horizon and the wind was 
warm and gentle. Peace was finally restored, so it seemed. 

Jirgar, still replaying the events in his head, said, “Oh, 
and before I forget, Yanas, remind me to give the order to 
destroy Daraghas’ castle tomorrow.” 

“Tt shall be done, my lord. I mean, my Good King,” Yanas 
added with the same intonation as Anael. 

Jirgar noticed the hint and laughed. “You will never cease 
to surprise me, Yanas,” Jirgar avowed, to which Yanas 
smiled. The other knights, not understanding the reasons 
behind the king’s laughter, knew that everything was back to 
normal: Yanas and the king still had their own private 
language. 


In the darkest part of the underworld, in the private hell 
of the evil king, Rothh made his appearance. 

“Everything is ready, my master. The child has been 
located and we are ready to act,” he stated, while bowing 
down. 

“Very well, this new king is too old and wise. We will not 
be able to turn him easily. He has allied himself with the 
angels,” the evil lord said. 

“Say the word, my lord, and we shall spread chaos on this 
wretched land.” 

“Send the order to all the legions: we must turn as many 
souls as we can before we challenge this king.” 

“The heart of man is weak, master. It shall be done,” 
Rothh affirmed. 

“The time for my ascension has come, Rothh. Do not fail 
me or you shall pay for eternity.” 

“T will not, my ruler,” the hateful demon replied, knowing 
that the words of the evil sovereign were more than threats; 
they were promises. Rothh was about to leave when his 


master interrupted him. 

“Tell the legions that their lives mean nothing to me. If 
they must all perish for my success, then they shall do so 
eagerly,” the heinous lord said, before adding, “The same 
goes for you, Rothh.” 

“Yes, master, it shall be done,” the vile beast replied, 
before disappearing. 


Elizabeth held Yan in her bed. She couldn’t believe what a 
beautiful son she had been given. Sarius, next to her, hadn’t 
said a word for hours now; he was just watching the two 
most important people in his life, and he was content. 
Margaret was preparing dinner and could not help herself 
from smiling and singing while she was cooking. She had 
helped the birth of many a child, but never had she seen 
such beauty in one. Happiness was present all over the 
house, and in the hearts of its occupants. The world didn’t 
exist outside these walls; it was as if all that ever mattered 
was there. 

A few houses away from them, a shadowy silhouette was 
sitting on the roof watching them. The sun had set and the 
night had taken over. A chill wind was blowing over. 

“So this is the child.” It was the same person who had 
been drinking the ale at the tavern, Travelers’ Rest, in Sahar. 

“This is the child,” a voice answered, revealing Anael’s 
form. “Isn’t he beautiful?” 

“Beauty is none of my concern,” replied Soel. 

“It shall be, my old friend, for this child must remain 
beautiful.” 

Soel, annoyed by Anael, replied, “I told you before that 
we are not friends.” 

“Technicalities are none of my concern, Soel. Have you 
noticed anything?” 

“Yes, they spotted the house, and at least a dozen demons 
came by .. . stealth,” Soel said sarcastically. 

“As if they knew the meaning of stealth,” replied Anael 
with even more sarcasm. “Any higher demon?” 

“Rothh himself.” 

“Rothh? How did you see him? Even I have difficulties 
spotting him!” Anael said, not hiding his surprise. 

Soel looked at Anael and smiled: “He wasn’t hiding from 
me. He even told me to give you his regards and to tell you 


that soon he will be giving you much more... .” 

“They are going all the way on this one. Their arrogance 
shall be their fall.” 

“T didn’t know they could fall any lower, . . .” Soel said, 
mocking Anael. 

“T preferred it when you didn’t have a sense of humor.” 

“What you prefer is—” 

Anael interrupted and said, “Silence!” Anael’s annoyed 
expression was not without pleasing Soel. 

Anael regained his composure and said, “Your only task is 
this child; we will take care of the rest and make sure they 
don’t do too much damage before he reaches the age of 
reason. You can use whatever means you need and as many 
friends as you require for this task. We cannot fail.” 

Soel, surprised, asked, “The outcome is not known?” 

“No, it is not,” Anael had to admit. 

“Anael, the Keeper of Knowledge, doesn’t know? The 
situation is grave,” Soel said _ sarcastically, before 
disappearing. 

“More than you will ever know, Soel, more than you will 
ever know,” Anael said out loud and vanished. 


kK Kk O* 


The king and his knights sat in the main dining room of 
the castle; it was a very exquisite mix of stone and wood 
with rich paintings retracing the main events of the royal 
families. The silk tapestries gave it a warm feeling and the 
fireplace brightened the entire space. The tables were of the 
thickest oak and the silverware of the most distinguished 
designs. The music and wines were abundant. The mood was 
festive and the king had invited all of the nobility of Osaris 
to his table, while he had ordered a huge banquet in the 
royal courtyard for all the folks of the capital. 

The peace they had all longed for had finally arrived. 
They all felt an inner harmony in their heart. One king and 
five knights had been chosen by the land, for the people, 
ending all wars. There would always be trouble, but never 
again on the battlefield. Never had a celebration been so 
passionate; furthermore, their king could finally take the 
time to marry. This sentiment of bliss was shared by all but 
the knights; they simply could not dismiss what they had 
learned, knowledge not to be shared with their people. 

The thoughts of this new war were haunting them. While 


they all tried to act as if nothing were troubling them, King 
Jirgar noticed that Yanas had gone missing. He had left the 
table and was standing alone on the balcony, looking at the 
moon, deep in his thoughts. 

We shall deal with this new situation tomorrow, Yanas. 
Tonight is for celebration, Jirgar telepathically said. 

I know, Good King, but they are on the move. I can sense 
them all over my land, he replied. 

And I can all over the world, Yanas, Jirgar said wearily, 
before adding, They are everywhere, coming and going as if the 
land was theirs. 

Yanas, understanding the truth of his words, tried 
clumsily to defend himself: They take no rest, my king. I 
cannot either. 

Our new allies take no rest as well, Yanas. I think we can 
leave them be for tonight. 

While I welcome this new alliance, I am not sure it will be 
enough, Yanas heavily replied. Their king has been gone forever 
now, and they are not the same without him . . . No one is. 

We can only worry about the matter at hand, Yanas, a matter 
we shall address tomorrow. It is an order from your king. 
Celebrate tonight! King Jirgar firmly commanded and allowed 
a moment for his words to sink in. Do you wish for me to find 
you a bride? he added mockingly. 

Yanas, unable to hide his amusement, replied, My lord, it 
would be too great an honor for me. . . I am not worthy of so 
much consideration . . . Please restrain yourself, my king! 

Jirgar laughed heartily. The king and his champions, after 
some effort, forgot their doubts and celebrated the event the 
way it ought to be; the beginning of a new era of peace. 


Measures 


The night had been good. The destiny of the land had 
finally been fulfilled and its champions chosen; a new era of 
peace was at hand, at least in appearance. The time of 
celebration was short lived by the heroes of the land, for a 
new war had already begun. An invisible war of influence 
was to be fought for the humans’ souls against demons of 
incomparable cruelty, led by none other than the Archfiend 
himself. Jirgar had wisely chosen to ally himself to the 
kingless angels, the bringers of truth, and guide the whole of 
humanity toward light. 

This newly laid plan seemed simple enough if it weren’t 
for a small flaw: their human condition. Indeed, while the 
king and his champions, in their immense power, could 
reach all over the land to any of its inhabitants, they simply 
couldn’t be everywhere at all times. 

It was a flaw that they knew the Angel of Darkness would 
make sure to exploit. 

The king, in his infinite wisdom, summoned his loyal 
companions and allies to his private library in order to assess 
the coming threat and plan the proper responses. 


xk Kk O* 


It was the beginning of the afternoon and Khazar was late. 
He had difficulties waking up, not only because he had too 
much to drink the night before, but also because it had been 
a marvelous dream since then. He had celebrated with his 
friends and family as if all the harshness of life had vanished, 
and had spent the night with his wife in consequence. He 
had a hard time waking up because he didn’t want to wake 


up! 
He reluctantly dressed himself in his official cloths made 
of black material, of course, his color of choice, and tenderly 
kissed his wife and two children before leaving in a hurry for 
the king’s library. 

The library was situated next to his highness’ chambers, 
atop the main building, at the center of the castle. Two doors 
made of dark thick oak were protected by four royal guards 
in dark full-plate armor; they prevented unwanted visitors 
from entering. 

As Khazar approached, the soldiers saluted him properly 
before opening the doors wide to a vision of exquisite 
beauty. 

The library was large by all standards, and thousands of 
books could be seen; each one of them with leather binding 
of the highest quality, arranged on shelves made of the finest 
materials which went from the ground floor to the very high 
ceilings. In the middle of the room, laid a majestic sitting 
area where his lord and friends were waiting for him. 

As Khazar entered, the king was looking at him smiling. 

“T would be late too if I had a wife such as yours,” he said in 
a forgiving tone. 

“Forgive me, my king,” he replied, while bowing. 

“T am the one asking you to forgive me, my knight, to 
have taken you away from your heaven,” the king replied, 
before adding, “Come and take your seat so that we can 
start.” He pointed to an empty chesterfield right next to 
Yanas. 

The king was sitting at the head of a large, long, low table 
which could have easily seated sixteen people, and to his left 
was Charian, followed by Soran and Anaria. To his right was 
an empty seat, followed by Yanas, Khazar’s empty chair, 
where the late knight went and sat, and Thoras. 

Charian was the Osarian grand priest of the Order of the 
Land. He was not only the most gifted in the way of the land 
but also the most knowledgeable. 

Before even the battle between the two kings took place, 
his counterpart, the Luthecian grand priest, had already 
agreed to serve under him. 

Such was the way the priests fought: their sword was their 
knowledge, and Charian was the most expert at it. 

He was thin and tall, and while his face showed no 
emotion whatsoever, a comforting aura emanated from him. 

“Forgive me for asking, my king, but who is this seat for?” 


Khazar asked, pointing at the empty chair. 

“It is for someone it is time you all met—the situation 
demands it,” the king replied with his eyes looking down. 
“Take your seat, Jaffaz, old teacher.” He summoned him 
without moving. 

A man older than Jirgar and wearing a dark cassock 
appeared from behind the king and sat to his right. None of 
the knights had sensed his presence, not even Yanas. 

At the sight of Jaffaz, Charian stood up and quickly went 
to kiss the man’s hand. “Your Highness, it is a privilege to 
see you again,” he exclaimed. 

“Your consideration touches me, but we are in the 
presence of the king. Good Charian, please go back to your 
seat,” Jaffaz calmly replied, upon which the grand priest, 
realizing his mistake, went back to his seat. 

The knights tried to probe Jaffaz but only met gibberish. 
Each time they would try to touch his mind, they would 
receive different information. Anaria could have sworn that 
he was a little girl if her eyes weren’t telling her otherwise. 
Yanas was sitting right next to him, and yet, could not sense 
anything coming from him; it was as if the chair were still 
empty. 

The king, seeing the confused looks on his knights’ faces, 
said, “His Eminence, Jaffaz, is the leader of the secret Order 
of Faith. He is in charge of all the hidden activities of the 
kingdom and is my most loyal advisor. I am sure you have 
noticed by now that it is impossible to sense his true self; 
even I could not if it weren’t for the special bond between 
us.” 

The secret Order of Faith was only rumored among all; no 
one ever thought it to actually exist. 

The knights were in disbelief. How could someone hide 
from them on their own land? It was unimaginable! And yet, 
here the leader of the order was sitting right next to them 
and they still could not reveal his presence or guess his 
intentions. 

An assassin, using identical skill, could have approached 
them on many occasions without them ever being able to 
sense him; it was a thought that sent shivers through all of 
the knights. 

Looking at the awed assembly, Jaffaz said in a monotone, 
“T have the pleasure of telling you that my counterpart was 
successfully assassinated last night by one of my most 
promising pupils. With the fall of his king, he was unable to 


properly protect himself from my deception.” He paused and 
added, “Upon his death, all the members of his order swore 
allegiance to the new king.” 

“All of them?” Jirgar asked. 

“Most of them, my lord. The remaining ones will not be 
able to hide from us for long,” Jaffaz replied. “Their faith 
might be very strong, but it cannot be compared to ours, my 
king.” 

Thoras was still trying to sense the presence of Jaffaz, but 
to no use. Marks of intense concentration could be seen on 
the knight’s forehead, while his color was turning slightly 
red. 

“How do you do it? I am certain to have reached your 
mind and to have seen all that you hide, and yet, I see 
nothing but a baker with a very ordinary life!” Thoras 
interjected. 

“It is the particularity of the secret Order of the Faith, 
Thoras,” Charian promptly replied, before adding, “All the 
priests have the ability to let any king or knight take over 
their body and mind, but only the priests of the secret Order 
of the Faith can deceive them. While the priests of the Order 
of the Land must open mind and soul to allow the king and 
knights to take over, the priests of the faith close their spirit 
and hide all that makes them individuals; thus, having the 
ability to reflect what you would expect to see while hiding 
their true intent and self.” 

Charian took a deep breath and concluded, “Only those 
with unquestionable faith and loyalty to their king and to the 
way of the land can achieve such a feat. Any crack in their 
devotion during the process would mean certain death.” 

The king looked at the assembly and said, “That is why 
Jaffaz is in charge of all the secret affairs of his king. The 
members of his order are the only ones able to penetrate 
enemy land unnoticed and unchanged.” Jirgar paused, 
sensing the uneasiness of his knights to such revelations, and 
added in a reassuring voice, “However, not all of them have 
the ability to be sitting so close to knights and kings and still 
be ‘unfelt’. Jaffaz, after all, is the leader of the order.” 

The old king was quite amused at the dismay of his 
champions in front of such a seasoned man, but hid it well 
from them so as to not hurt their pride. 

“This skill could be of great use to the knights and their 
armies,” Thoras proposed. 

“T am afraid it is impossible for knights to learn, Thoras. It 


requires the complete submission of the soul while hiding its 
true intent and self. The knights are taught from the start to 
fight any outside influence from their soul; that is what 
makes them users of the will and not channellers,” Charian 
replied, while taking a more comfortable position in his 
chair. 

“Now that the presentations have been done, let us talk 
about the matter at hand: the new war,” said the king, before 
adding, “I have yet another guest I wish for you all to meet.” 

A young man with graceful lines appeared in front of 
them and bowed down. 

“T am pleased to meet you noble men. I am Garel and I am 
here in the name of the angels,” he said with a firm but soft 
voice before standing up. “Please forgive Anael for not being 
here himself, but taking a human form would prevent him 
from his duties,” he added, while taking the seat next to 
Anaria. 

“Everyone here knows the situation and its seriousness. I 
had previously explained it to Charian and Jaffaz, so you can 
start right away, Garel,” the king stated. 

“Very well, Good King. The child is the key; he must come 
to the age of reason as a pure soul. The demons, while they 
cannot influence him directly, will do everything in their 
power to pervert him. In order to do so, they will have to 
surround him with evil until he believes it to be the right 
path.” 

Anaria, perplexed, interjected, “Why not bring him to the 
castle and raise him here until he reaches the age of reason?” 

“T am afraid that is impossible. The boy’s soul must reach 
the age of reason on its own. If you were to overprotect him 
or hide the world from him, his soul would not grow. His 
body would age but his soul would remain the same, leading 
to the rebirth on Earth of the soul in another body; thus, 
repeating the process until the age of reason is reached.” 

Garel, realizing that his words did not have the desired 
effect, put his forearms on the table and moved his upper 
body forward to emphasize his words. “Remember that the 
longer the soul remains on Earth, the longer the war shall 
last.” 

The angel then took a more comfortable position in his 
chair and added, “Furthermore, the boy’s soul has strength of 
its own; it will fight any outside force that would interfere 
with its natural process, . . .” Garel paused and took a deep 
breath, while carefully looking at his listeners. 


“Let me put it this way: any angel, demon, or man trying 
to interfere with the boy’s soul’s natural process would only 
meet death.” Garel paused again and looked at Yanas, 
adding, “A death so definitive that even you cannot 
imagine.” 

Yanas moved uneasily in his chair. 

Khazar quickly interjected, “So we must make sure that 
we teach him the righteousness of our way. And to do so, 
evil must be overpowered wherever the boy’s life leads 
him?” 

“Yes and no, evil must be overpowered everywhere,” 
Garel corrected. 

“Can the boy see the demons? Is he a will user? What is 
his nature?” Anaria asked. 

“His nature is unknown even to us, and what he can and 
cannot do as well,” Garel replied. 

“How do you know so much about him then?” Anaria 
insisted. 

“T am afraid I cannot answer this question. I can only tell 
you what I can,” Garel simply replied. 

The king, startled by the angel’s words, asked, “Are you 
hiding information from us?” 

“T am telling you everything you need to know, Good 
King. Please do not ask of me what I cannot offer,” Garel 
humbly replied. 

Yanas, to defend the angel’s position, quickly clarified. “It 
would only lead you to more unanswered questions, my 
king. We must take what they present us and not ask for 
more.” 

“Very well.” The king sighed. “How will the demons 
proceed?” he asked, while making a hand movement signing 
to Garel to continue. 

“They will attack you on all fronts, never leaving you to 
rest. Demons in human forms will try to rampage your lands 
while other demons will poison the hearts of your people 
through deceit and lies. The more they poison your people, 
the weaker you and your knights will become to their lies,” 
Garel said, before assuming a stern look. “If it were to 
happen, the consequences would be fatal.” 

“They are no match for us!” Thoras said vigorously. 

Garel smiled and replied, “Indeed, but you can’t be 
everywhere at the same time, and they have means of acting 
without you ever knowing. It will be a difficult task to ask 
your soldiers to fight an enemy they do not know exists and 


can’t recognize.” He paused, before adding, “An ordinary 
tavern fight turning surprisingly bloody could be the work of 
a demon; how would your soldiers recognize such an act?” 

“Tt doesn’t sound like a big threat,” Thoras replied, while 
puffing his chest. 

“Oh no? Thousands of tavern fights turning bad at the 
same time and creating fear and doubts in the heart of men 
is not bad?” Garel replied with a touch of cynicism. 

“Ts it?” Thoras shot back with equal intonation in his 
voice. 

Garel gazed at Thoras and calmly replied, “The only 
reason why demons cannot open a gate from hell to Earth 
that would allow them to enter this plane with their true 
powers and forms is because the hearts of men are filled 
with the strength and valor of their king and knights. If they 
were to doubt their lords and the way of the land, if they 
were to look somewhere else for strength, I can assure you 
that the demons would be the first to answer their calls. If 
the vile beasts have enough followers, they will surely gather 
enough strength to open a gate.” 

“Ah ... So it is bad?” Thoras said clumsily, recognizing 
his error. 

“If demons were to have their way, I can assure you that 
the boy would grow up embracing evil, which would 
inevitably lead you to your destruction . . . Is that bad 
enough for you?” Garel added with a stronger touch of 
cynicism. 

“What will you be doing, angel?” Soran asked, breaking 
the tension. 

“We shall be wherever demons are, fighting their 
influence and their lies,” Garel replied. 

“And how is it different from before?” Soran pushed. 

“Soran, the only difference is the boy. We do not know 
how this will affect him. The excessive influence of demons 
and angels can lead him away from the land and from his 
king’s way. If the boy’s soul was to turn itself away from the 
land and its king, the reason for ‘being’ of the land would 
disappear, thus leading it to its destruction,” Garel answered, 
and took a deep breath before adding, “This war is your war, 
and can only be won by you. We are here to assist.” 

The knights were in dismay before such truth. 

Jirgar, clenching his fist, bravely confirmed: “We must be 
vigilant and lead the people to reject evil’s way while 
fighting demons. We must do all that without the people’s 


knowledge; otherwise, it might lead their souls away from 
the land. And if we succeed, the boy will grow to be pure; 
and if we fail, the boy will grow to be evil.” 

“Yes, Good King,” Garel humbly replied. 

“The boy is the balance on which our actions shall be 
weighed,” the king concluded with a heavy heart. 

“Yes, Good King,” Garel replied. “Even events that take 
place far away from the boy shall affect him in one way or 
another.” 

“What else can you tell us about the demons?” Soran 
asked. 

Garel looked at Soran and replied, “That they have ways 
of reaching your people we do not know of. We have been 
confronted on more than one occasion by events that were 
initiated by their hands; and yet, we were unable to find 
evidence of it.” He paused and added, “I am sorry I cannot 
be of more help.” 

“Tt doesn’t surprise me after meeting Jaffaz,” Yanas said, 
before reminding his companions, “If a man can hide his true 
self and intent from his king, then surely demons have means 
of spreading their influence without us knowing.” 

Jaffaz had been carefully listening to everything that had 
been said and was deep in his thoughts. 

He reached for a cup of tea that was still hot and took a 
sip, before saying, “Now that you mention it, I remember 
reading in old texts that in the ancient times there was once 
a group of people skilled in the way of the land but with 
little faith in its rulers. They had similar abilities as the 
Order of the Faith but served no king. Their existence was 
seen as a dangerous threat, and they were hunted down by 
all. Their numbers decreased radically, and they had to go 
into hiding. They dispersed all over the lands and went into 
forgetfulness. If such people still exist and had no activity 
whatsoever, it would be hard, even for me, to know of 
them.” 

He paused and took another sip of tea before gazing at the 
angel. “Could that order or a similar one have survived and 
be at the service of the Archfiend?” 

Garel took a moment to think about Jaffaz’s words, and 
answered, “It is possible. It would shed new light to many 
unexplained events. We only intervene when demons are at 
work, but if such an order existed, we would be unaware of 
it and of its actions unless they had direct contact with 
demons. If such an order had put its faith in the Angel of 


Darkness and was doing his work without having to be 
contacted by him or one of his minions, we would never 
intervene.” 

Garel took a moment, looked at the assembly, and 
announced, “If such an order exists, you will have to find it 
and fight it on your own, I am afraid.” 

Understanding the importance of the task, Jaffaz stated, “I 
will look for all relevant information on the matter when I 
go back to my temple.” 

Charian, following the same line of thought, said, “None 
among the priests is able to accept an unearthly spirit into 
his heart, but it is rumored that an old hermit was able to 
contact a spirit of the afterlife.” 

“Rizmor,” Garel articulated. 

“You know of him?” Charian asked. 

“He is well known among my kind and well loved. He 
cherishes our company and we, his,” Garel replied. 

“Maybe he could be of help,” Charian declared. 

“How so? We can contact the angels through our king 
now,” Anaria interjected. 

“Yes, but maybe he can contact a demon and trick him 
into talking,” Charian replied. 

“It could be perilous for him, 
genuine care in his voice. 

“If he accepts, he could bring us vital information on what 
is to come,” Jirgar confirmed, and then paused. He turned 
toward Yanas and asked, “Can’t you contact the demons, 
Yanas?” 

“Yes, I can, my king,” Yanas answered uneasily. “It would 
cost me greatly but it can be done,” he added with a definite 
voice. 

“Would they answer to you?” Jirgar continued. 

“Yes, they would; they would even talk to me for as long 
as they could,” Yanas replied. “But I am afraid they would 
tell me more lies than truth, a truth that will be difficult to 
figure out.” 

“Tt would be of great help, Yanas,” his king insisted. 

“T will try, my king.” 

The king turned to Garel and asked, “What are we to do 
about the boy?” 

“He is but a baby at the moment, and we don’t have much 
to worry about. However, an angel, not just any angel, Soel 
the Keeper of Power, is watching his every breath, and shall 
do so until he reaches the age of reason,” Garel answered. 
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Garel interposed with 


Yanas quickly added, “The boy is on my land. While I 
cannot reach him, I keep in constant contact with his 
parents, and one of my most loyal captains has been posted 
near them.” 

The king sat back in his chair and took the time to think 
about all that had been discussed. His look turned from 
thoughtful to determined. He joined his hands together and 
gazed upon his companions with compassion. 

Jirgar, in a solemn voice, ordered, “Very well, we can 
focus on the other fronts. The demons will probably 
concentrate their attacks on the newly conquered lands. 
Since they have found new lords and king, the bonds with 
them are the weakest. You must all go to your recently 
acquired land and reinforce those bonds. You must also ask 
of your men to strengthen their watch and strongly reinforce 
the law to prevent any unusual influence that would lead the 
people to misbehave.” 

The king then looked at Charian and said, “Charian, ask 
all of your priests to roam the lands and be ever present to 
help the people remain on the right path. If they encounter 
any unusual resistance, I will know and deal with it myself 
through them. You will go yourself to meet Rizmor and see 
what you can find.” 

With the same determination, he fixed his gaze on Jaffaz 
and commanded, “Jaffaz, discover everything you are able to 
concerning that forgotten order and report to me. If that 
order exists, it shall be your main priority. Otherwise, all of 
your men should be used to infiltrate any group capable of 
posing a threat or of becoming a threat. I want to know 
where the demons are at all times and what they are doing. I 
can sense them as we speak, coming and going on the land, 
but cannot follow them for they are too many.” 

Jirgar turned to his companions and added, “If any of you 
have doubts about their presence, contact me and I shall 
look through your eyes and reveal them.” 

Garel interjected, “Good King, some of the demons, the 
higher ones, can remain invisible, even from us.” 

“T have noticed, Garel. We shall use other means to reveal 
their presence,” the king replied, before turning to Yanas. 
“Yanas, you are the only one who can see them besides me; 
you shall be ready to answer to any of the other knights’ 
calls if they need it.” 

“T shall, my king,” Yanas humbly answered, and turned to 
the other knights before saying, “I do not have the reach of 


the king, but if you allow me into your hearts, I shall be able 
to see through you and thus reveal their presence.” 

Garel, wishing to reaffirm the commitment of the angels, 
added, “And if you need the assistance of an angel, please 
contact me. I shall keep my human form until the end of the 
war so that you can contact me anytime you need it. While 
my powers are limited as a human, I can still contact my 
kind if you require it.” 

The angel, noticing the puzzled look of his listeners, 
clarified: “An angel or a demon in his spiritual form on this 
plane cannot interact in any way with the people or the 
objects. However, a demon can lend some of his spiritual 
strength to a human willing to accept it, but if a fiend does 
so, he becomes vulnerable to our attacks. In other words, an 
angel and a demon in spiritual form on this plane cannot 
harm each other unless one of them creates a link with this 
plane.” 

“Unless one of them creates a link?” Soran asked with a 
startled look. 

“Yes .. . Angels too can create a link in order to lend 
some of their spiritual strength to a human nearby willing to 
accept it,” Garel answered uneasily, before adding, “It 
doesn’t happen often, for it leaves the angel vulnerable and 
weak for some time during which he is unable to return to 
his plane. Furthermore, with the voice of their king and lords 
in their heart at all times, it is very difficult to reach a 
human no matter how perverted or pure of soul he is.” 

Jirgar interrupted, “Your help will be of great use, angel, 
and we thank you.” 

“The honor is mine, Good King,” Garel replied, bowing 
down his head. “And forgive me for I cannot do more.” 

The king acknowledged the angel, before asking his 
companions, “Anyone have a question or is unclear about 
what must be done?” 

They looked at each other in silence. 

“All is clear, my king,” Khazar replied. 

King Jirgar looked at them and proudly said, “Go in 
peace, and remember that it is our war, our land, and our 
souls. Fight for them with all of your hearts.” 

All the knights and priests humbly bowed down their 
heads in approval. 

“Where will you be, my king?” Anaria asked. 

“T shall go to the castle of Luthecia, and I shall strengthen 
my bond with the people,” Jirgar replied. Then he paused 


and looked at Yanas, before saying, “It is a good thing you 
forgot to remind me to destroy it as I had asked of you, 
Yanas,” he said with a smile, at which they all laughed. 

They all stood up, looked at each other with eyes filled 
with pride, and yelled in unison, “Long live the king!” before 
leaving the library to fulfill the greatest destiny mankind had 
ever known. 


In the darkest of places, a shadow was making its 
entrance into the forbidden chambers of uncountable 
tortures. 

“Master,” the foul beast, Rothh, echoed. 

“Yes,” the Angel of Darkness replied. 

“T have done as you asked. We are ready to act at your 
command.” 

“All the under lords have understood my orders?” 

“Yes, master, they shall succeed even if it means their 
death,” Rothh confidently replied. 

“Lies,” whispered a voice into the ears of the Archfiend. 
“Some of them will take this opportunity to get rid of you, 
my king,” the voice added without Rothh noticing it. 

“Good,” the angel of hate replied. “Start right away.” 

“Yes, master.” 

As the heinous beast was leaving, its master called, 
“Rothh.” The demon stopped where it was and turned to face 
its king. “Awake the sleeper.” 

“It shall be done, master.” 

“Some of the older demons know the true meaning of the 
coming of the child and will do everything they can to 
ensure your failure. They have no other means of getting rid 
of you, my master,” the voice whispered from behind the 
Angel of Darkness to its ruler’s ears. 

“Zalfatothh?” the evil king asked. 

“T do not know, master, but I shall find out soon. They 
cannot hide their true desire from me for long,” the hidden 
beast whispered. 

“Focus on your task; you must succeed before the child 
reaches the age of reason. The traitors will have to reveal 
themselves if they are to act against me. I shall deal with 
them myself when that time comes.” 

“Yes, master,” the foul being of the shadows whispered, 
before vanishing into darkness. 


The Archfiend sent a mental strike to all the creatures of 
hell, at which they all halted before feeling excruciating pain 
burning them from the inside. It was the Fallen Angel’s 
common way of reminding them of his presence. 


xk ke O* 


Rotan was a small village in the region of Cartagia, now 
under the lordship of Soran. It counted no more than five 
hundred people and was mostly populated by farmers. It had 
a small school that prided itself for it had taught all the 
villagers of Rotan to read and write. It was a difficult task 
that they had accomplished mainly because of the 
determination of its headmaster. 

Jeanne Grommsil’s family had been at the head of the 
school ever since it was created, more than a hundred years 
ago. 

Jeanne, following the footsteps of her ancestors, took over 
the school after her father passed away a decade ago. She 
was in her late thirties and, continuing her family’s tradition, 
was as strict and demanding as her forefathers were a 
hundred years ago. 

Nobody really liked her company but they all respected 
her work, and they were all happy to have her look over 
their children’s education. 

She was dedicated to her work. When Jack Rapieur kept 
his son at home for over a week to help with the harvest, 
Jeanne took it upon herself to go to Jack’s house every day 
to remind him of the importance of a proper education. She 
also read to Jack’s son the lessons he had missed. Jack had 
sent his son back to school just so that he wouldn’t have to 
endure her presence anymore. 

She was happily married to Robert with whom she had 
two children: a son named Ralph, who was twenty and was 
destined to take over his mother’s job,—Jeanne made sure of 
that—and the other child was a daughter, Jeannette, and 
surprisingly enough, her mother pushed her into the way of 
the land. 

She was fifteen and the first Grommsil not destined to 
work at the school. 

Jeanne had sent her daughter to be raised at the Order of 
the Land in the town of Cortas, by Priest Fernand, an old 
friend of hers who admired her dedication to education. 
Robert never had much say in this matter; he loved his wife 


and he always respected her decisions, even if he didn’t 
always agree with her. 

Jeannette was to finish her training in five years and then 
come back to work under Priest Alonzo in her hometown. 

Alonzo was an old priest and needed someone to take 
over after his passing; he didn’t want someone from outside 
their town and saw Jeannette’s interest for the order as a 
blessing. 

Alonzo had never been really popular with the locals. 
Indeed, while they all liked his company, they never saw the 
usefulness of his teachings in their day-to-day lives. It was a 
feeling that Jeanne didn’t share; she was impatient for her 
daughter to return. 


He made sure his presence was unnoticed by everyone— 
by humans, angels, and demons. Rothh was very careful in 
hiding his scent, blending it completely with his 
surroundings; he had taken a human form. 

The cruel beast despised humans more than anything else, 
having to assume the form of one made him angry. 

It was late in the morning; all the people were working 
and their children were in school. He walked to the town 
hall, taking only the most deserted streets, and stopped in 
front of the local billboard. He took a piece of paper and a 
pen and wrote a note: 


The times that passed were harsh and unjust 
The times to come shall recognize the truth 
The ancient alliance shall be renewed 

The lost memories shall be returned 

The sleeping spirits shall be awakened 

The old promises are to be fulfilled 


R. H. 


Rothh made sure not to leave any scent of his evil on the 
paper or on the ink, aside from a tiny touch of his spirit on 
the dot after the r. The touch was so light that none could 
feel it or sense it, except for the person the message was 
intended for. 

The touch, while too weak to affect anyone or anything, 
would be enough to allow the reader to recognize the writer. 


Rothh posted the note on the billboard and went back to 
his plane as he had come, unnoticed by anyone. 


xk Kk O* 


It was a bit after one o’clock in the afternoon. Jarvis had 
just woken up and was getting himself a late breakfast. He 
lived alone, in the town of Cartas, in the region of Cartagia. 
It was his home; it had always been, and he could not see 
himself living anywhere else. He had travelled all over the 
kingdom of Luthecia and still did so on regular basis, but 
Cartas was by far his favorite town. 

Jarvis was a troubadour; his lute was his only companion 
and his stories made him famous all over the land. He was 
always well received and people marked the days he passed 
in their village. 

Today was his last in his hometown; tomorrow he was to 
travel the roads again. He had many new stories to tell and 
had many people waiting to hear them. Tomorrow, he was to 
travel to Rotan, where he always had the best of welcomes. 
Jeanne would always make it a special day at her school just 
so that they could all hear his stories. 

While he knew that the love the children had for his tales 
was not entirely due to his skills, but also to the fact that it 
meant a day off of school, he still wouldn’t trade it for 
anything. 

He had chosen this life so he could see the amazed looks 
of his listeners. 

He would miss his hometown, but he was glad to be on 
the road again. He spent the good part of the day preparing 
for the travel that awaited him, and fared the evening saying 
good-bye to his friends. He didn’t stay long, for he had to 
wake up early the next day. He left them before the night 
came and went to bed. 

The next morrow he had woken up well before dawn and 
had made his way to the stable in order to prepare his horse. 

“Ah, Jarvis, I am so glad I caught you before you left,” an 
old lady said. 

Jarvis knew her. He had helped her on many occasions. 
She and her husband lived not far from him, and they loved 
his stories. They lived alone and his company was always 
welcomed. 

“Agatha, what are you doing up so early?” Jarvis asked, 
surprised. 


“Oh I wanted to see you before you left. I have a favor to 
ask of you.” 

“Of course, anything for my favorite grandma,” he 
joyfully replied. 

“Oh, you are a sweetheart. Are you going to Rotan?” 

“Yes, it will be my first stop actually.” 

“Would you be kind enough to bring this book to Jeanne? 
She is the headmistress of the school there; I think you know 
her.” 

“Jeanne? Of course, I know her well,” he promptly said. 

“Well this book used to be her grandfather’s, and I always 
promised myself that I would give it back to his family one 
day. I am sure they will appreciate it.” 

“Oh, of course, it is no hassle at all. I didn’t know you 
used to travel, Agatha,” he added with a wink. 

“Oh no, but my mother was born in Rotan. She borrowed 
this book from Jeanne’s family a long time ago. I promised 
myself that I would return it one day, but I am too old to 
travel now and you know how unreliable the mail is,” she 
replied in a complaining tone. 

“Ha, you are absolutely right, and it is very kind of you to 
have remembered. I am sure Jeanne will be very happy to 
receive something of her grandfather.” 

“Oh, you are such a kind young man, Jarvis. Please come 
back quickly and tell us all of your adventures,” she said, 
while kissing him good-bye. “You know how much we like 
your tales, don’t you?” 

“Yes, I do, Agatha, and I promise you I will come visit you 
as soon as I come back from my trip,” he said, waving her 
good-bye. 

Jarvis finished preparing his horse and rode it to Rotan; 
he would get there in less than a day if the weather was 
kind. 


Uneasy, Thoras left the castle of Osaria; this new war 
didn’t make much sense to him. He had never been fond of 
politics, and the games of the court were unnerving to him 
more than anything else. A war was meant to be fought on 
the battleground with a sword and not in the minds of 
people using trickery. 

Nonetheless, he could not disobey his king, and he could 
not deny the nature of the events. He sent orders for his 


family to meet him at what was going to be his new home: 
Sinia, the castle of Sunia, his newly conquered region. 

He was told he had to go there in order to reinforce his 
bond with his people. To Thoras it only meant that he had to 
go there to show his face, letting the people know that he 
was their new lord. As if they could ever doubt it, Thoras kept 
thinking. 

These notions bothered him, making him push his horse 
harder. Sinia was only two days away from Osaris. 


kK Ok O* 


Jirgar, Khazar, Anaria, Soran, and Yanas left together for 
their new homes. They had a long trip ahead of them, more 
than twenty days on horse. It would allow them to visit their 
new territory, they said to themselves, reinforcing their 
bonds with their people. Anyways, they liked to travel 
together; it brought them closer each time. 

While Thoras was a knight of the One Land, and a knight 
of King Jirgar, he did not share their history. They had 
accepted him, but it would take time until they felt like 
brothers, until they felt like he was one of them, like Mikus 
had been. 

They did not mourn Mikus’ death for it was the way of the 
land, and they could not blame Thoras. On the contrary, 
they were amazed by Thoras’ skills and strength; he had 
earned his title and no one could deny that. But he still 
needed time; time to reinforce the bonds between them; time 
they were all willing to give him. 

While they were riding, all of the knights, and the king 
himself, sent mental orders to their respective captains to 
tighten security and reinforce the law until they told them 
otherwise. The only explanation they could give them was 
that with the end of conflicts, people might forget the rules 
of the land and of their king. 

All the captains had the same stunned reaction: they 
didn’t quite understand why such an order came so fast after 
victory, and why they didn’t allow the people to fully enjoy 
this new era, even if it meant breaking the old habits for a 
while. They, however, did not question the orders, for they 
would never question their lords. 

As the five companions were riding to their respective 
destinations, all of their captains sent reports telepathically 
to their respective lords. They were all in continuous contact. 


The constant presence of the strength and will of the lords in 
the hearts of their people made them strong against any 
outside influence, let it be spiritual or physical. And the 
stronger their people felt, the stronger the lords got. 

But the five companions feared an attack from the inside, 
from their own people turned unknowingly against them. 
The king could see in his mind, as he was riding with his 
champions, tens of thousands of demons roaming the land. 
Most of them were in spiritual form, but many of them had 
taken their human shapes and were living among his people, 
who were unaware of the imminent threat. 

What brought ease to his mind was that he could also see 
tens of thousands of angels roaming the same land in both 
spiritual and human forms, just as the demons were. 

The presence of his new allies brought comfort to his 
heart. 


The Settling 


Jaffaz’s temple was located just outside the town of Osaris 
and looked like a modest house of worship. It was a very 
common outpost of faith just before entering the great 
capital of the one kingdom. It housed a lonely old priest who 
would welcome anyone entering or leaving the city, looking 
for private guidance, or simply wishing to pray away from 
the crowds. 

The back of the church was reserved for his living needs; 
he didn’t have much: a place to sleep, cook, and study was 
all he needed. 

He took special care of his study; it was his private 
garden, his haven, in more ways than one could imagine. He 
had a desk and a small bookshelf behind it which was filled 
with tomes. There were so many volumes in his study that 
half of them were on the floor, as he didn’t have room for 
them. 

Nonetheless, there was a special text, placed in the right 
bottom corner of the shelf, entitled The Path to Darkness and 
Its Consequences. This book wasn’t different from any other 
he had; however, each time he moved it, it would activate a 
mechanism that lifted one of the floor tiles, revealing 
underneath a secret pathway to the undergrounds. 

Each of the five underground levels was probably ten 
times bigger than the house of worship that was above it. 
They all consisted of libraries and study desks, but the fifth 
underground floor was reserved for the living quarters of the 
priests of the Order of Faith that were working there. The 
lonely old priest was no less than the second in command of 
the order. He was the most loyal subordinate of Jaffaz, and 
the most gifted apprentice he ever had. 


Jaffaz had been in his study room the entire day and 
night, looking for information about the order from the past 
which shared their ability. He hadn’t had much luck until he 
found an old journal written by Father Orlondo, a priest of 
the faith during the Dark Ages. 

It was very difficult to have anything reliable from that 
period, for the land had been divided into more kingdoms 
than one could count, and it had had more kings and more 
orders than one could bear. Each time there had been a war 
between kings, the conqueror would destroy everything that 
reminded the people of the fallen king; few texts survived 
that period. 

However, the journal at hand did survive. Indeed, 
Orlondo had been a member of the order that swore 
allegiance to the right king and kingdom. 

The log turned out to be everything Jaffaz was looking 
for; it was written over a period of thirty years in which an 
order loyal to no king emerged and fell. Its leader was a 
powerful priest, capable of channelling the will of the land 
while hiding his true intent. 

It had been common practice for priests of different 
kingdoms to be in constant communication. They would 
challenge each other’s knowledge and understanding of the 
way of the land to turn as many people as possible to their 
beliefs; thus, affirming the superiority of their respective 
kings. There were many records of such events, not always 
reliable, however, and most of them had the same theme: the 
greatness of an order and of its king over all the others. 
There was, however, an event in Father Orlondo’s log that 
set it apart from the rest. 

It depicted the story of an order that had lost faith in its 
rulers whose hearts were too human for their liking. They 
stopped believing that one day there would or could be one 
king for the One Land. While having the same convictions in 
the way of the land as the others, they simply couldn’t 
foresee a king strong enough to be the ruler of all. They 
developed the notion that the lord prophesized to bring the 
end of conflicts could not be of this Earth, that he was to be 
a being sent from the afterlife in human form. Only such a 
creature would be powerful enough to end the madness of 
war, so they believed. 

While this group had existed for a long period of time, 
there were no records as to when it had been formed. People 
had only noticed their presence during the era Orlondo 


described. During these troubled times, “the Dark Order of 
the Faith,” as it turned out to be named, had found what it 
had been wishing for: a powerful enough king. 

The Dark Order’s leader had become so knowledgeable 
and skilled in the way of the land that he had been able to 
channel the will of a demon into him. This demon was not 
just any fiend; he was the Angel of Darkness himself. By 
doing so, the leader lost all of his humanity and became a 
devil himself. With this new-found power, the Dark Order, 
which had followers in many kingdoms, decided to rise and 
rule in order to end conflicts once and for all. 

While many kings saw the rising of this organization as an 
opportunity to conquer the lands where the Dark Order was 
present, they quickly realized that they would soon be 
overwhelmed by this new force. They wished for the fall of 
the kingdoms that were not theirs, but they were not ready 
to accept a demon as their sovereign. 

Against all odds, the divided kings united their strength 
and fought this once secret organization. The battle raged for 
years, but the kings were victorious in the end. The Dark 
Order, having lost its leader, was no match for the united 
kingdoms, and was hunted down wherever they went and 
most of them were killed. 

While it was never certain that all the ruling members of 
the Dark Order were eliminated, for they were not all 
known, they were never to be heard of again. This campaign 
brought unity to the lands, but, once the order disappeared, 
the alliances were quickly forgotten. 

The only other information available in Orlondo’s journal 
was that the only place where the running followers of the 
secret order could have hidden was the few kingdoms that 
had not joined the union: the region known today as 
Cartagia, under the lordship of Knight Soran. 

The Dark Order had long since disappeared but it was 
impossible to know for sure if all of the members were 
killed. It was possible that some had survived and had 
perpetuated, in secret, the traditions of their faith for all this 
time, generation after generation, waiting to rise again. 

These notions were not without bringing worries to 
Jaffaz, for no one could say what lies the Archfiend could 
have fed them when they had contacted him; moreover, no 
one could guess their motives now if they still existed. The 
most dangerous threat to the kingdom was maybe yet to be 
revealed. 


Jaffaz had to inform his king of the dreadful news. 

The seasoned priest was a channeller of the will and not a 
user. He could not contact his king telepathically. He had to 
either send him a messenger or channel his king’s will. The 
matter at hand could not wait; he would have to become a 
conduit. 

Jaffaz felt queasy at the idea. 

To channel a king’s will was no easy task, especially for 
an old man. Each time he did, it would consume his force 
and strain his body. 

After a few minutes, Jaffaz resolved himself and stood up 
and went to the middle of the room where it was more 
spacious. He focused his strength and cleared his mind; the 
process was about to start. 

He mentally went into a place where everything was dark, 
where nothing could divert him from what he intended to 
do. He brought his hands together and started reciting the 
teachings of the land. He had to completely attune himself to 
the earth while forgetting all of his personal desires; he had 
to become one with the land. 

After many efforts and a lot of meditation, the darkness 
that surrounded him became filled with life and visions of 
the world. Once he had become the instrument of the will of 
the land, where all the energy emanating from the earth 
gathered around and in him, he concentrated all of his spirit 
and thought on his king, Jirgar. The call was so deep that he 
had to use all of his resolve not to be overtaken by the flux 
of force threatening to forever dissipate his self. He suddenly 
felt an immense power overtake his body and mind; his 
king’s spirit was in him ready to strike. 

It took but a few seconds for the king to realize the truth 
of the situation—that there was no threat, and thus, to allow 
Jaffaz to relax until the incredible force that was in him left 
his frail body. 

Jaffaz fell on the floor under the pressure of the process. 

You need not strain yourself so much, old friend, Jirgar sent 
mentally to Jaffaz. 

Forgive me, Your Highness, but the news I had to tell you 
could not be delayed, he replied, breathing heavily. 

I understand, old friend; I have seen your thoughts and I 
understand the threat, Jirgar said compassionately. The war we 
are fighting is a long one, old friend. Rest and regain your 
strength, for I will need you by my side for its duration. 

Jirgar sent a wave of healing energy to replenish Jaffaz’s 


before leaving his old friend to rest. 

Jaffaz slowly stood up and walked to his room. He lay on 
his bed and went into a deep slumber, knowing he had 
served his king, and friend, well. 

The king was the only man to whom Jaffaz opened 
completely; he was the only man to whom his existence had 
never been a secret. Jirgar was not only his ruler but also his 
only friend, the only man who truly knew him. 


*k Kk O* 


Jirgar, Khazar, Soran, and Yanas were on the roads when 
Jaffaz had called upon his lord’s strength. Anaria had taken a 
different path to reach her newly conquered region and had 
bid them farewell when they had departed from the inn, The 
Happy Camper. 

The innkeeper at The Happy Camper hadn’t believed his 
eyes when he saw the king and four knights of the One Land 
arrive to his establishment and ask for five suppers and five 
rooms as if they were common travelers. The innkeeper 
stayed on the spot staring at them, and was unable to utter a 
single word or even move a finger for a good five minutes. It 
was only when the king, himself, interrupted him that he 
regained his senses. 

“T know it is late, good man, but I am sure you can 
accommodate five tired and hungry travelers, especially 
when one of them is such a beautiful lady,” the king said, 
pointing at Anaria. 

The innkeeper, still not believing his eyes and ears, 
replied with a trembling voice, “Of course, Your Highness! 
Please come in and forgive my manners!” At which point he 
hurried into the tavern and asked all of his workers to 
immediately stop whatever they were doing and to quickly 
attend the lords. He then went and simply pushed away six 
customers who had the unfortunate luck of sitting at his best 
table. He yelled for his wife to come and introduce herself 
before she went and personally cooked their meal. He then 
rushed to the first floor and prepared his best chambers for 
his royal guests. 

Alacria was the closest town to the former border between 
Luthecia and Osaria, in the region of Mineria, which was 
now under the rule of Khazar. The sovereign and _ his 
champions had spent the night dining and telling stories of 
their battles to their host—there was no better way of 


reinforcing the bonds between the lords and their people 
than by gossiping with them. 

After the stay of the lords, this town would never 
remember its history before their rule. 

When they had won their battles and become the king and 
knights of the One Land, the heart of the people changed 
accordingly, such was the way of the land, but having the 
lords so close to them intensified the bond and pushed away 
all memories of past ties. 

In the morning, they were back on their mounts, making 
their way to their respective castles. The castle of Luthecia 
wasn’t far away, less than a day from the inn, but Anaria had 
to take the south road to reach the castle of Feroria, her new 
home. 

No more than an hour had passed after they had left the 
inn when King Jirgar received Jaffaz’s call. When they saw 
the mournful look on their king’s face, the knights knew the 
news to be bad. 

It is as we feared, my friends, Jirgar mentally said to his 
champions and allies. 

He took a deep breath and telepathically shared with 
them what he had learned. 

Soran sighed heavily and said, “Cartagia . . . You were 
right, my king, the newly conquered lands will probably be 
the new battlegrounds.” 

“A priest of the Order of the Faith will await your arrival 
at your castle, Soran. He will be travelling by ship and 
should get there in less than five days,” Jirgar stated. 

“IT should maybe have followed his example and travelled 
by boat as well?” Soran asked. 

“No, Soran, reinforcing the bond with our people is as an 
important task as the one you will be faced with in Cartagia. 
And there is no better way to do that than to travel among 
them,” Jirgar explained. “This war can only be won with the 
help of the people, Soran, and this war is to last for a long 
time. Do not forget.” 

“You are right, my king, and I shall not,” Soran answered, 
while sending a mental command to his men in Cartagia to 
further tighten their position and to await his arrival. 

The command had been sent with such authority that all 
of Cartagia’s soldiers thought that their lord, Soran, had 
already arrived. Most of his men wouldn’t be able to find 
sleep that night. 


Jarvis had reached the town of Rotan when the sun was 
high in the sky. He had spent the night on the road. He liked 
to camp in the wild because it brought him closer to nature 
and always inspired new tales in him. He had to be at the 
school at four o’clock in the afternoon. All the children and 
most of their parents were eagerly awaiting his arrival; it 
was a big event for this small village on this beautiful spring 
day. 

As he approached the home of the school headmistress, he 
saw Jeanne outside waiting to greet him; she was impatient 
to hear the gossip of the big city that was Cartas. 

“Jarvis!” she exclaimed when he was in sight. “Hurry up. I 
have prepared a delicious meal that I am sure you will enjoy 
more than anything you have tasted in that big city of 
yours!” 

Jarvis laughed as he was tying his horse. “I am sure of it, 
too, Jeanne. You are the best cook I know of!” 

“Good enough to tell tales about it?” she retorted with a 
grin, at which he laughed even more. 

There was no school that day. Since Jeanne saw the 
stories told by Jarvis as part of a proper education for 
children, they were all forced to assist Jarvis’ representation. 
Jeanne, while not giving the option to say no, didn’t have to 
insist much for the children to come. 

Jarvis entered her home, rich in smells of spices, where he 
was greeted by her husband and son as good old friends 
would. 

“Jarvis! Welcome back, old boy!” Robert said. 

“Finally, you’ve come. My mother couldn’t stop talking 
about you!’ Ralph added jokingly in an exasperated tone. 

“Thank you, my friends, it is good to be back,” Jarvis 
stated, before sitting down at the table that had been 
elegantly prepared by Jeanne. 

They spent a good two hours eating and talking of all the 
gossip that was ever-so rampant in a city like Cartas. Of 
course, the subject that always came back was about the 
battle that had taken place and about the new era they all 
could feel. They kept telling themselves that they were so 
fortunate to have lived in such important times—times that 
would mark the golden era of civilizations to come. 

The news about the guards being on alert and having 
tightened their watch was barely noticed by anyone and was 


certainly not the concern of anyone. Instead, they told 
themselves that it was good that their lord kept those lazy 
men on their toes because now with all the free time they 
had on their hands, they would have no excuse for doing 
nothing against all the thieves that were roaming the land so 
freely. 

After they had finished their meals, Jeanne and Jarvis 
walked to the school. Holding his backpack and his lute, 
Jarvis told Jeanne of the new songs and tales he was to tell 
the children, at which she complimented his incredible skill 
and creativity. 

As they arrived at her office, Jarvis remembered Agatha’s 
book. 

“Oh, by the way, Jeanne, I have a book for you; it 
belonged to your grandfather who gave it to Agatha’s father 
before he left Rotan for Cartas.” 

“Really? I don’t remember my grandfather ever speaking 
of this . . . Oh wait, of course! He was a good friend of my 
grandfather! Now I remember. My grandfather always used 
to tell us of him and how he left this small village and how 
he became a successful animal trainer in Cartas! So he had a 
daughter named Agatha and she has a book for me?” 

“Yes, here it is. She told me that her father always wanted 
to give it back to your grandfather but never had the chance 
to do so. It must have been an important book to your 
grandfather.” 

“It must have been,” Jeanne answered, while taking the 
book. 

It had a nice leather handmade cover and was probably 
worth a lot if someone needed to sell it. 

“My father must have given it to Agatha’s father in case 
times got difficult in Cartas and he needed money. I am so 
glad he never had to sell it.” 

Jarvis, interrupting the moment, hesitantly said, “I am 
sorry, Jeanne, but I must go prepare for my show. I will see 
you in the audience.” 

“Worry not, Jarvis. I will see you there,” she quickly 
replied. 

Jeanne closed the door to her office and looked at the 
book incredulously. She opened it; inside was a handwritten 
note: 


The times that passed were harsh and unjust 
The times to come shall recognize the truth 


The ancient alliances shall be renewed 
The lost memories shall be returned 
The sleeping spirits shall be awakened 
The old promises are to be fulfilled 


R. H. 


Jeanne carefully closed the book and kept the note in her 
hands. She focused her mind and projected an image of 
herself sitting at her desk reading the book to anyone who 
would be passing by, or to any will user who would be 
mentally scanning the area for irregularities, as she had 
noticed yesterday. 

She, of course, did not fail to notice the imprint of evil on 
the dot next to the r and immediately recognized Rothh’s 
scent. 

She had never spoken to or met the creature, but its scent 
was passed on generation after generation to all of her 
brethren for this day and purpose. 

The more she read the note, the more memories of the 
past came to her. Memories that had been locked away for so 
long; memories she made sure to hide from anyone and 
everyone, except her daughter. She recalled the tales of how 
her kind were persecuted and unjustly punished because 
they had refused to bow to false kings. She remembered the 
stories of how her people were forced to call upon the 
demons in order to satisfy the raging power hunger of their 
corrupt rulers. She recalled how their revered leader found 
the strength to rise against the oppression. 

His king had asked of him to call upon the darkest of all 
demons in order to vanquish his opponents. While the leader 
of the Dark Order of Faith had refused at first, he had no 
choice but to obey his sovereign or suffer along with his 
brethren a penalty of torture and death. 

He had been the most gifted of all the priests that had 
ever passed, so gifted that he was able to hide his true intent 
from the king himself. 

In a last resort, while calling the power of the Fallen 
Angel, he used that power to free himself and his brethren 
from the tyranny of this false sovereign. Their leader had 
sacrificed his humanity to free his kind. 

The other false kings were so jealous of his skill that they 
united against him and his order and put them to death in an 
unfair and unjust war. They had all been killed but one: the 


leader’s brother whose existence was a secret even to the 
members of the Dark Order. 

When the end was near, the Archfiend promised his 
brother that one day, when the land would be so-called 
united under a false ruler, he would send an emissary to 
assist the order in regaining its rightful position as sovereign 
of the land. The leader’s brother went into hiding and slowly 
rebuilt the order. Over the many generations, his teachings 
were perpetuated by his descendants and followers; the 
order grew strong, waiting for this day to come. And there 
was no mistake to be made; the presence of the note and the 
scent of Rothh clearly meant that the long awaited day had 
arrived. 

Jeanne had to contain her excitement; the time they had 
longed for had finally come. She was a direct descendant of 
the leader of the Dark Order, and never had she thought that 
she would live to see the day. 

Jeanne opened one of her drawers and took a schoolbook 
she had and opened it to place the note inside of it. She had 
to give the news to the other members of the secret order. 

Her ancestor had done a great job of rebuilding the 
organization over the years; they were present all over 
Cartagia without anyone ever knowing of their existence. 

Jarvis would make a perfect means of delivering the great 
news of their rebirth, she thought to herself. 

She put the book under her arm and went to watch Jarvis’ 
show, as if nothing had happened. 

Jeanne’s face was radiant as she watched Jarvis. The 
audience assumed her joy to be linked to the troubadour’s 
presence, an assumption Jeanne made sure to reinforce. She 
was so gifted in hiding her true self and intent that even if 
the king himself were sitting next to her, he would not doubt 
her. 

Jarvis’ spectacle was acclaimed by all. At the end of the 
show, the children jumped out of their seats and ran toward 
the troubadour in hope of hugging him; a hope he always 
satisfied, for he loved them as much as they him. 

During this time, Jeanne spoke with the parents about the 
quality of his stories and how important they were for 
children in order to widen their horizons and awaken their 
interest for the arts. They didn’t have many artists in Rotan, 
if any, which Jeanne reminded them each time she could. 

As the crowds slowly started to dissipate, she invited 
Jarvis for supper. He politely refused, telling her that he had 


to travel that night if he were to make his next 
representation in time. Jeanne deplored his eagerness to 
leave but did not insist since Jarvis had already made up his 
mind. She, however, decided to accompany him to his horse. 

“Jarvis, by the way, if it is not too much trouble, could 
you do me a small favor?” Jeanne asked innocently. 

“Of course, anything for you, Jeanne.” 

“Your next representation is in the town of Garlan, if I am 
not mistaken?” 

“Indeed, I will be spending three days in Garlan,” he 
replied, and paused for a second before hesitantly adding, “It 
is a big town you know.” 

“Oh, I know it is not a small village like Rotan, but I 
doubt you will have bigger fans there than our beloved 
kids,” she said with a grin, at which Jarvis laughed. 

“You are right, Jeanne. I haven’t met a single place where 
my audience left their seats to hug me!” 

“Will you have time by any chance to give this 
schoolbook to Roseanne Rassmore? She is the headmistress 
of the big school of Garlan.” 

“Oh, it is not on my way...” 

Jeanne’s expression of disappointment hit its target. 

Jarvis quickly added, with a loving smile, “But I am sure I 
can make a detour for you.” 

“You are so kind, Jarvis. I shall prepare an even better 
meal when you pass by Rotan on your way back,” she 
joyfully exclaimed. 

“Oh I don’t think it possible, Jeanne!” he replied with an 
even bigger smile. 

She handed the schoolbook to Jarvis and explained, “This 
book is for next year, and I wanted to know what she 
thought of it, Jarvis.” 

“If you are to ask her opinion, Roseanne must be quite a 
headmistress!” he replied jovially. 

“Oh she is, more than you could ever imagine, Jarvis,” 
she answered truthfully. 

Jeanne and Jarvis went on talking about his 
representation and on how much the children and the 
parents loved it. It must have been some of his best work, 
Jeanne concluded, before giving him a few coins and bidding 
him farewell. 

As the undoubting troubadour was leaving, Jeanne was 
already impatient for his return, six months from now, and 
for more news of her brethren. 


Charian had travelled to the small mountain chains 
situated on Anaria’s land, Silviar, for a bit less than a day to 
reach the temple outside of Giart, a small town situated in 
the heights of the mountains. He arrived before dusk and 
was greeted by Father Felipe, a man in his mid-fifties who 
looked as if still in his early forties and who had been in 
charge of the temple for the past twenty years. 

“High Priest Charian, please be welcome in this humble 
temple,” Felipe cheerfully said, while vigorously tapping his 
upper arms to fight the cold winds. 

Charian nodded, while protecting himself from the gust, 
and respectfully said, “Thank you, Father, for your 
hospitality and forgive me for coming without notice, but I 
have an urgent matter I must attend to.” 

“Of course, Your Eminence, but please take the time to 
rest and to enjoy a hot meal. You must be tired from the 
travel.” 

“T am indeed. My body is not what it used to be,” Charian 
replied with a smile. 

“Ah nonsense, Your Eminence, it is nothing a hot bowl of 
soup cannot cure!” Felipe retorted with a vigorous tone. 

Felipe led Charian to his private dining quarters where he 
served him fish soup and a piece of fresh bread. As he was 
eating and recuperating his strengths, they talked of the 
battles that had taken place and of the rise of the One King 
and of the five knights. They deplored the necessary violence 
and deaths but rejoiced at the coming of the new era—an era 
where they could freely profess and educate men toward 
enlightenment. 

Charian was finishing his soup when he said, “Felipe, the 
matter that brought me here is a grave one, and I have come 
under the order of the king himself.” 

“The king? What is the matter, Your Eminence? If there’s 
anything I can do to assist you in your task, please let me 
know.” 

“Yes, you can, Felipe. It is of the utmost importance that I 
meet with Rizmor.” 

“Rizmor? He is a hard man to find, and an even harder 
man to talk to, Your Eminence.” 

“I must, Felipe. Do you know where I can find him?” 
Charian insisted. 


“Where he always is, Your Eminence, in his cavern not far 
from here he lives among the beasts that populate this area.” 

“Would you have a guide available?” 

“Nonsense, Your Eminence. I shall send men to bring him 
to this temple,” Felipe said, caring for the well-being of the 
high priest. 

“Time is of matter in this task, Felipe. I shall go myself as 
soon as your guide shall be ready.” 

Felipe, realizing that the matter wasn’t open for 
discussion, said, “Very well, Your Eminence, I shall 
accompany you myself then at first light.” 

Felipe left the table to get himself ready for the trip. 

“Thank you, Felipe. You have always been of the best 
company,” Charian replied with a smile, and followed his 
lead. 

On the next morrow, Felipe and Charian, in their thick fur 
coats with their backpacks, proceeded to mountain hiking. 
Walking in the cold winds was not an easy task at their age, 
and yet, they marched as if still in their twenties. 

“How far away is this cavern of his?” Charian asked. 

“Oh, not far, a couple of miles up ahead, but in the middle 
of the wilderness surrounded by bears,” Felipe answered, 
amused. 

Charian looked at Felipe with a startled look and 
exclaimed, “Bears!” 

“Yes, he likes their company . .. They must remind him of 
his mother . . . If only you had known her, . . .” Felipe added, 
giggling. 

“No I never had the pleasure or the displeasure of meeting 
her,” Charian replied, while laughing. 

“Oh, she was a good woman, but she kept a tight grip on 
her son Rizmor and always was on his back about his 
friends, saying that they were no good.” 

“Oh, were they troublemakers?” Charian asked. 

“T was his best friend!” 

Charian laughed out loud and almost lost his balance. 

The new companions kept on climbing and laughing until 
they finally reached the cave of the beast that was Rizmor. 
The area was filled with trees and rocks. Strong winds blew, 
bringing with them fresh spring odors. Charian had had to 
pay close attention to see the entrance of the cavern. 

“Rizmor! Rizmor! Are you there?” Felipe yelled. 

“He might be meditating inside the cave,” Charian 
ventured. 


“Meditating? Ah!” Felipe snorted. “Rizmor! You good-for- 
nothing priest! Wake up!” he shouted again and paused. “We 
are not spirits, you fool! You have visitors, flesh and blood 
visitors!” Felipe insisted, getting impatient from the lack of 
response from Rizmor. 

A few seconds later, they saw a silhouette of what could 
have been a bear making its way out of the cavern. Rizmor 
was about the same age as Felipe, with long black hair and a 
long black beard. 

“Felipe, is that you? You must have died and come back 
as a ghost to haunt and torture me!” Rizmor shouted back. 
“My mother was right about you! You good-for-nothing!” he 
added, and then paused, staring threateningly at Felipe. 
Charian became nervous; the eyes of Rizmor were so severe 
that he feared Rizmor might attack them. He was about to 
take a step back when suddenly Rizmor started to laugh and 
went toward Felipe to hug him. 

“Brother! It is good to see you! I thought you said you 
were never coming back after the last time I beat you at 
cards!” Rizmor said, while hugging Felipe the harder. 

“You cheater! I would have never come if it weren’t for 
the High Priest Charian . . . Watch your manners, you old 
fool!” Felipe answered, while pushing him away. 

Charian went to shake the man’s hand and said, “Well 
met, Rizmor. I am the High Priest Charian of the Order of 
the Land, and I am here on the request of our King Jirgar.” 

“It is an honor to meet you, good Priest. I have been 
expecting you.” 

“Oh,” Charian exclaimed, surprised at the answer. 

“Our mutual friends have told me that you would come, 
and they told me the reason of your visit,” Rizmor said. 

“What mutual friends? You only know bears!” Felipe 
shouted. 

Rizmor looked at Felipe with a satisfied grin and said, 
“Your presence is no longer needed, Felipe; you may go.” 

“You what!” Felipe yelled back as if ready to strike 
Rizmor. “Oh no, yo—,” Felipe tried to say but was 
interrupted by Charian. 

“T am afraid he is right, good Felipe. It is a matter you 
cannot attend, I am sorry,” Charian confirmed. 

Felipe looked as if he were stung by a mortal bee and 
said, “Very well, Your Eminence.” 

Before leaving, the pouting priest looked at Rizmor and 
threatened, “You better walk him back to the temple when 


you are done!” He turned around and left mumbling, “Damn 
cheater...” 

“Can you help us, Rizmor?” Charian asked. 

“What you ask of me is more difficult than you can 
imagine, Priest Charian,” Rizmor answered heavily. “The 
price I paid for having opened the doors of my mind to the 
angels is the life you see. A life among the beasts with no 
other companion than the pain of solitude. I am grateful for 
having Felipe without whom I would have plunged into 
madness long ago,” Rizmor stated with sincerity. 

“T understand, good Rizmor, but I am sure you understand 
the gravity of the situation,” Charian insisted. 

“Yes, I do, good Priest; however, I cannot start to imagine 
the price I will pay for contacting a demon. Furthermore, I 
am not sure I can,” he replied. “Contacting an angel is not an 
easy task. It requires a lot of strength and mental discipline; 
one must be perfectly attuned to the land and its law while 
being able to purify his soul from any earthly desire . . . Not 
an easy task, good Priest.” 

“A task I heard you excelled in, Rizmor.” 

“Indeed, I have grown fond of the company of angels,” he 
replied and paused. “However, to contact a demon, one must 
plunge himself into the abyss while maintaining his self. . . 
A 
task I never tried and never dreamed of trying, kind Priest.” 
Rizmor said, showing true fear in his words. 

“Ts it a task you are willing to try, good man?” 

“T would gladly sacrifice myself for humanity’s well-being. 
Do not doubt my valor, good Priest,” Rizmor said with pride 
and strength. “Nonetheless, there is another major difficulty 
to overcome, I am afraid. Even if I were to contact a demon, 
there would be no guarantee the demon we are looking for 
would answer. It could be a lesser demon, pretending to be 
the one we want in order to amuse itself, or, worse, it could 
be a very powerful demon pretending to be a lesser demon, 
waiting for the opportunity to spread evil on this plane.” 

“T understand, Rizmor, but I am afraid the risk of not 
trying greatly outweighs the risk of trying. We must find out 
everything we can about the secret order and its goals. It is 
by far the greatest threat we will have to face, Rizmor.” 

The wild priest ran his hand over his long beard and said, 
“T will do what I can, High Priest. I will do what I can.” 

Charian felt real guilt overtake him when he saw the look 
of terror on the wild priest’s face. 


Rizmor put his hand on Charian’s shoulder and said, “Let 
us get ready, good Priest. I will need your help.” 

The hermit went to his cavern and signed the good priest 
to follow him. Charian found himself looking at Rizmor with 
admiring eyes; admiration for the courage of the wild priest 
to undertake what seemed to be a suicidal task. 

When he entered Rizmor’s cavern, he saw a surprisingly 
clean place with a strong scent of pine. There was, in the 
back, a small mattress made of hay and covered by a large 
bear fur, a small bookshelf, and a desk and a chair Rizmor 
had built himself. 

“You learn many skills when you live alone in the wild,” 
Rizmor explained. 

“T can see that, an impressive craftsmanship,” Charian 
replied with sincerity. 

“As I will try to contact Grozarothh, you will have to 
ready yourself to channel the will of the king, good Priest.” 

“Grozarothh?” 

“He is our best guess, Charian. The angels told me that 
Grozarothh, while not being powerful enough to overtake 
me, might have knowledge of the whereabouts of such an 
order if it still exists.” 

“How do you wish for me to help you, Rizmor?” 

“T will need you to slay me without hesitation by 
channelling the will of your king if you see that the demon is 
about to overpower me,” Rizmor said without an ounce of 
doubt in his voice. 

Charian took a heavy breath and said, “I will do so 
without hesitation, Rizmor.” 

As the recluse started the process to contact the demon, 
Charian kept a watchful eye. 

Rizmor cleared his head and focused on the wilderness; he 
attuned himself to it until he could feel the entire area 
surrounding them. He would usually purify his spirit of all 
earthly attachments at this stage, but, instead, he forced 
himself to remember all the harshness of life. He forced 
himself to remember the pain of loneliness, the coldness of 
the weather on his old body, the desperation he felt each 
time he was sick, the rotting corpses of the beasts eaten by 
disease and bugs, and the permanent fear and cruelty that 
was forever present in the hearts of men. 

As he focused on these images of horror, his surroundings 
suddenly changed, becoming darkness where screams of 
agony could be heard emanating from all around. His spirit 


was slowly plunging into the anguish of eternal suffering. 

He gathered all his strength and concentrated all his will 
so as not to be overtaken by insanity. As he kept his self 
intact, he called with all his spirit and determination the 
name of Grozarothh, demon of the underworld. 

It took but a moment before he felt a terrible force come 
upon him, a force he had to fight with all his might while 
keeping his link to it unbroken. 

“Name yourself!” Rizmor yelled, with such potency that 
the alien presence was repelled for a few seconds, allowing 
Rizmor to take his breath before he repeated more 
vigorously, “Name yourself!” 

Grozarothh is the name, . . . human, the invisible force 
answered. What business do you have with me, human? 

“Am I the first one to seek you, demon?” Rizmor taunted. 

The first in a long time, human, the devil replied. What 
business do you have with me, human? 

“IT am to contact you in order to know what is to come of 
my order, demon,” Rizmor said. 

What order, human? Grozarothh asked, obviously curious. 

“The Dark Order of the Faith, demon! The order at the 
service of the Archfiend himself!” Rizmor said, at which the 
demon’s curiosity had grown the more. 

The Dark Order was vanquished a long time ago, human. I 
was not aware it had been reawakened . . . Before he continued 
his sentence the demon knew he had said too much. Name 
yourself, human! the demon shouted, while trying to break 
whatever defenses Rizmor had. 

The hermit tried to resist as much as he could until he 
could no longer bear the incredible force of Grozarothh. 
Rizmor was slowly allowing the demon to take possession 
over his mind and body; images of eternal pain and suffering 
invaded him, weakening his will. 

As Rizmor was about to fall into the grip of the demon, 
Jirgar sent a mental strike with all of his will at the evil 
beast through Rizmor. 

Charian had channeled his king’s will and had asked him 
to intervene when he saw Rizmor breaking. 

The blow was of such intensity that the demon was 
returned to the abyss and the link with the hermit broken. 
Rizmor fell on the ground, unconscious. Charian, after his 
king’s will left him, fell as well, lying next to him. 

When Charian regained consciousness, he saw Rizmor on 
the floor, barely breathing. The good priest quickly cared for 


him and did everything he could to bring him back. A few 
hours later, Rizmor recovered and told Charian that the Dark 
Order indeed existed and that he had seen a mental picture 
of the region of Cartagia. 

Charian took the hermit’s hand and looked at him with 
compassion. “Rest for now, good Rizmor. You have done 
well. The king is aware of your findings, and Knight Soran 
himself is actively looking into it.” 

Rizmor smiled and lost consciousness. 

Charian pulled up the covers on the wild priest and 
whispered, “Rest, Rizmor, you have earned it.” 
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Dakhros was the second biggest city in the region of 
Habach, now under the lordship of Yanas, and its people had 
found new hope and purpose in life. The cruelty and 
suffering they had had to endure under their old Lord Aremis 
was a thing of the past. 

While they remembered what they had gone through, 
they could hardly recall the way it made them feel; it was as 
if it had been nothing but a bad dream. 

One could now see smiles on the faces of the inhabitants 
of Dakhros, the home city of the defunct cruel knight. People 
could walk the streets without fear of being attacked by the 
guards, or even worse, killed by them for the sole pleasure of 
their lord. They all welcomed their new ruler and the new 
light he brought with an open heart and gratitude. 

The people rejoiced in the news that their champion 
Yanas was going to live in their region; that is, all but one. 
Rassid, a man of good build in his late thirties, was the most 
famous weapons crafter in the city, and probably in the 
entire region. 

Rassid had crafted the blades of the late Knight Aremis. 
Blades that were so imbued with the intent to kill that many 
thought of him to have a special bond with the late 
champion. He always denied it, of course, and simply replied 
that he loved his craft and that his sole aim was to please his 
lord. 

While he made many envious, his nature was never 
doubted. Not even by his late lord. The weapons crafter was 
too skilled in hiding his true intent and his true nature for 
him to be discovered. He had been doing it for many 
millennia. 


Rassid was a creature of hell who had assumed a human 
form since the dawn of mankind. The angels at first had kept 
a close eye on his whereabouts, but with time, he developed 
abilities that allowed him to completely hide his demonic 
scent. As the centuries passed, his abilities, both in hiding his 
scent and in shape shifting, allowed him to escape the ever- 
watching angels. The latter simply assumed that he had 
returned to his forsaken plane of existence. 

In order to remain hidden, Rassid had to completely obey 
the laws of men and of the land; he couldn’t do anything a 
human couldn’t do. However, like any creature of the other 
realms, he maintained his capacity to communicate with his 
kind without detection. Furthermore, when the leader of the 
Dark Order had accepted the Angel of Darkness in him, 
Rassid had learned everything there was about the art of 
channelling the will of the land while hiding one’s true 
nature and intent—knowledge Rassid made good use of by 
living among humans unnoticed. 

Many other demons had tried to imitate him, but to no 
use. Indeed, they were always discovered either by angels or 
knights, and were quickly disposed of and sent back to hell. 
They all had the same flaw forbidding them to use that 
knowledge, their demonic nature. They could never hide the 
evil that was present in the very fabric of their being. Only 
Rassid succeeded in this task, but again, he was no ordinary 
fiend; he was Rassid, the Lord of the Shadows. 

He was not the mightiest of all demons, but he was the 
ruler of darkness. His survival depended on his ability to 
hide from other fiends and to sense the presence of other 
demons in a realm where sight meant nothing. Rassid and 
Ruthu’ul were the sole survivors of their kind after the 
Archfiend’s coming. While Ruthu’ul had similar abilities as 
Rassid, they could not be compared. 

The Angel of Darkness, after his rise, had kept Ruthu’ul as 
his personal spy, while he had sent Rassid to Earth to do his 
biddings. The latter was to establish an army of will users at 
the service of the Archfiend. The evil creature, however, 
never succeeded in his task, for the knowledge of the will 
remained forever out of his grasp. Will users and will 
channellers never ended up in hell for some reason; thus, 
Rassid was never able to study the way it worked. 

Nevertheless, all had changed the day the leader of the 
Dark Order accepted the deal with the Angel of Darkness 
himself; by accepting him into his being, his soul revealed all 


of its knowledge to the Dark Angel in exchange for power. 
Knowledge the Archfiend reluctantly shared with some of his 
minions. Rassid was the only one able to master it and use it, 
not even Ruthu’ul succeeded in this task. 

With this new gain in knowledge, Rassid was to turn a 
knight of the land so that his soul would end up in the hands 
of the Archfiend, a task Rassid only recently succeeded in 
accomplishing. The fiend of the shadows had turned Aremis 
to the Angel of Darkness’ side. For the first time in the 
history of mankind, a knight of the land was to become a 
demon and bring the knowledge of the will with him. 

The demise of Aremis came as regrettable news but was 
quickly replaced with the impatience of having him join 
their ranks. It was a hope that was forever destroyed by 
Yanas, under the order of King Jirgar. 

Have you succeeded in locating a new pupil, Rassid? Ruthw’ul 
sent mentally from hell. 

It will be difficult under the governance of Yanas. He has 
brought order and hope for better tomorrows along with his rule, 
Rassid answered. 

The lord is getting impatient. Your success . . . is all that 
matters. 

After the fall of Aremis, many aspiring knights disregarded his 
... “techniques” to embrace those of Yanas, Rassid insisted. 

Maybe there are other ways of reaching our goals. 

Only one other way I know of . . . which would surely bring 
my fall and send me back to hell to be tortured for eternity 
before I could regain my powers, Rassid replied, irritated by 
the notion. 

The dark king wouldn’t want anything as painful as that to 
happen to you . . . It was just a last resort suggestion, Ruthu’ul 
added evilly. 

What Ruthu’ul had in mind for Rassid was to try to 
channel the will of a knight or the king long enough for him 
to discover what they needed about the will. If Rassid were 
to do so,—no one knew if he could—he would surely be 
discovered and killed in his human form. 

The death of a demon or an angel in his human form 
meant that the creature would be sent back to its realm of 
origin, and remain there with limited to no powers for a time 
that seemed like eternity, until it regained its original state. 
Even for angels, it was an unbearable thought. 

Leave your suggestions to yourself, Ruthu’ul. I shall find 
another way! Rassid interjected, at which Ruthwul 


disappeared. 

While Rassid was pleased to be once more alone, his 
words were not meant to dissipate the ever-present threat of 
his evil king’s. He had another scheme in mind; a plot that 
involved Yanas and the singularity of his nature. 
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The Angel of Darkness was ready to sacrifice any fiend in 
order for him to succeed, and any demon was willing to die 
and endure torture for what seemed to be eternity instead of 
guaranteed eternity by the hands of the Archfiend. 
Nonetheless, Rassid was not like any other creature of hell; 
he was the only true lead to acquire the forever sought 
knowledge of the will by the angel of hate. 

That unique achievement meant that the Archfiend was 
not to sacrifice Rassid on fruitless efforts. However, the Lord 
of the Shadows had no doubt that the evil king would, 
without hesitation, sacrifice him for the success of his 
ascension. This was something Rassid would never forget. 
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The three companions, Soran having taken the southern 
road to Cartagia, were on their way to the castle of Luthecia 
when Charian channeled Jirgar’s will. As soon as the king 
had answered the call, he felt an immense power in front of 
him, a power he had never encountered before. 

He looked through the eyes of Charian using his newly 
acquired ability, the gift of sight of the hidden, and saw 
Grozarothh making his way into the body and mind of 
Rizmor. The sight of the demon alone was enough to shake 
the king on his horse, but instead, he focused his energy into 
the body of the good priest. 

He could feel Charian’s pain as he did so, but he 
continued anyways, knowing that the threat in front of him 
was far greater than anything he could have imagined. 

If Grozarothh were to take possession of Rizmor, it would 
grant the demon a human body while he still had all of his 
powers. He would have had the time to wreck havoc before 
Rizmor’s body broke under the strain or was stopped. 

Jirgar had no choice but to strike a single mighty blow of 
his will through Charian’s body into Rizmor in order to reach 
the vile creature. The blow was so extreme that Grozarothh’s 


grip on Rizmor was broken, and the demon wounded. The 
spectacle of the vile beast in agony while he still had all of 
his powers relieved Jirgar; it made him realize that he could 
reach the demons and hurt them; it gave him hope. 

When the good king fought Grozarothh, he had acquired 
the knowledge of what had taken place and of what had 
been revealed by the fiend. He saw the mental image that 
came with Grozarothh’s words, and it only comforted him in 
his decision of sending Soran to Cartagia to look into the 
matter. 

After the link with the demon had been broken, Jirgar left 
Charian and shared what he had learned with his champions. 
He could sense the growing determination to win in their 
hearts, a determination he had only experienced on the 
battlegrounds. For a brief moment, the king stopped 
doubting the outcome of this terrible war. 

I shall find these traitors, my king, even if it consumes me, 
Soran affirmed. 

I have confidence in you, Soran. With the help of the priest of 
the Order of Faith, you shall find them and destroy them before 
they can do anything, Jirgar said. 

“The Dark Angel will learn of this, my king, 
interrupted. “He will act accordingly.” 

“T am counting on it, Yanas. Maybe it will force the Dark 
Order to take action. If we are to find them, they must come 
out of hiding,” Jirgar replied, and took a deep breath before 
adding heavily, “I cannot sense any of them.” 

“Nor can the angels, my king,” Yanas confirmed. 


0 


Yanas 


The War 


Lourhan was a lively town, situated near the forest of 
Everwood in the region of Feroria. It was a fair size. Lourhan 
wasn’t big like the capital Feros, but it had three schools, a 
university, and a renowned military academy. Its main 
activities consisted of farming, wood cutting and crafting, 
and scribing. Priest Palos was the head of the three houses of 
worship and was liked by everyone, even if they didn’t 
always listen to his teachings. 

Aside from being located in Feroria, Lourhan didn’t differ 
much from any other town in the other regions of the land. 
Its people worked hard, enjoyed life as it passed, and raised 
their children the best they could while following the way of 
the land—a way they didn’t always understand but that they 
rarely questioned. 

This lively town had a small local theatre and many 
taverns, which were often the cause of much trouble— 
nothing the local guards or priests could not handle. It was, 
overall, a good town to live in. 

Krug’s Inn was the biggest and the most popular tavern in 
town. It always had good ale and its famed Krug’s chicken 
made many envious among the wives. It was busy at all 
times of the day, and today’s afternoon was no exception. 
Sarah had been a waitress there for over two years now, and 
was busy running around with plates and mugs in her hands 
in the crowded establishment. 

“Watch your step, you’re going to fall,” a dark-haired man 
said. He was sitting at a table near the counter to Sarah. 

“T am used to it. Don’t worry about it,” she replied, while 
keeping her pace. She was a fairly attractive woman, and she 
was used to customers trying to talk to her in any way they 


could. 

“You sure look like you know what you are doing,” 
another man said, two tables away from the dark-haired 
fellow, just in front of him. 

“That I do,” Sarah quickly replied, while glancing his way. 

The two men gazed at each other, staring for a good 
minute without saying a word. 

“This one is mine,” the dark-haired man said, while taking 
a more comfortable position in his chair. 

“Not if I can help it,” the other fellow answered. He was 
of a relative good build and was fairly good looking. His hair 
was light brown and well taken care of. 

Sarah had a soul mate. They had been together for over a 
year now, and they were to marry next summer. They were 
happy together, and she couldn’t think of anyone else to 
spend the rest of her life with. 

As she was going to the kitchen to pick up her next order, 
she couldn’t help overhearing the dark-haired man mumble 
to himself, while drinking his ale, “I cannot believe she left 
me. We were so happy together.” 

Sarah wouldn’t usually pay attention to what the 
customers were saying, but this time, for some unknown 
reason, she did. She started thinking about her relationship 
with Joras, her husband-to-be, and how he would feel if she 
were ever to leave him. She started to wonder if he would be 
as sad as this customer was, or if he would quickly forget her 
and replace her. As she was deep in her thoughts, she found 
herself feeling compassion for this poor fellow. 

“This one is on the house,” she said, as she put a fresh 
mug of ale on the dark-haired man’s table. 

“Thank you, fair lady. Ah, if only they could all be like 
you,” he replied, at which Sarah genuinely smiled and went 
back to her work, hoping that if she were to ever leave Joras, 
he would react the same way. She was sure he would. 

Some time had passed by when Sarah overheard (She had 
been eavesdropping on the dark-haired man’s mumbling 
each time she could.): “Now I understand why she made sure 
to never get pregnant; she always knew she was going to 
leave.” 

Sarah stood where she was. She couldn’t help herself. She 
plunged deep into her thoughts. Joras had been telling her 
that he didn’t want children for now, that they couldn’t 
afford it, and that they first needed to wait until things 
settled down. 


She had always believed him, and always thought it to be 
the smart choice. She had always wanted children, but she 
was willing to wait a bit longer as Joras had asked. She had 
never doubted his intentions until now. 

A terrible thought crossed her mind: What if Joras is 
unsure of me and of our relationship? What if he has already 
planned to leave me? Doubts started to invade her as she 
rethought everything that had ever happened between them. 
Sarah kept working, but she was different. She looked like a 
ghost, as if her body were there but her spirit missing. 

For some strange reason, Sarah was unable to not listen to 
the man’s words and could not stop herself from thinking 
over and over about the truth of her relationship with Joras. 

As time went by, Sarah’s spirit got weaker and weaker. 
She reached a point where she was getting ready to leave 
work and go confront her husband-to-be about it all. 

“One more year of hard labor, and I shall be able to 
secure a good house for a child to be born in,” the fairly 
good-looking man spoke softly to himself. Sarah overheard 
him in the storm that her mind was in; she couldn’t prevent 
hearing him. 

It was as if he were talking to her heart and answering her 
fears. Sarah felt her worries and doubts go away. She now 
couldn’t believe she had doubted Joras so much, and she was 
now sure that he loved her and that he only wanted the best 
for her and their future children. Sarah went back to her 
work with a smile on her face. 

Sarah was now eavesdropping each time she could on 
both men without really knowing why. 

“So it starts,” the dark-haired man, Azuur, said. 

“So it seems,” Hael answered. 

Azuur was a demon of certain power in his human form, 
and Hael an angel. There were rules both demons and angels 
couldn’t break. They could influence the hearts of men but 
never directly, and as long as this rule was respected, 
demons and angels could not engage in battle. Sarah was the 
target of their influence; while she was a common woman, 
she was still seen as a key figure in the ongoing war. She was 
a young woman who could easily influence the hearts of the 
many customers that came to this inn. She could influence 
them either way. 

“How could I have been such a fool to have let love blind 
me for so many years,” Azuur mumbled to himself, as Sarah 
was passing. His words were filled with doubts and fears 


which only Sarah’s unknowing heart could sense. She found 
herself doubting Joras’ intentions and love once more. She 
simply couldn’t help it; she was slowly boiling with anger 
and fear. She kept thinking to herself, Could it be that Joras 
has been lying to me for so long? Did he even intend on marrying 
me this summer? The thoughts slowly consumed her and 
made her less courteous than usual with her customers. 

“T wish I could give you everything you ever dreamed of; I 
wish you could be with me all the time,” Hael spoke to 
himself, as Sarah was coming back. His words were filled 
with love and sincerity which only Sarah’s heart could 
clearly sense. Sarah felt guilty for thinking so badly of Joras. 
He is probably hard at work preparing our life together just as 
I’m doing, and missing me as I miss him. And here I am 
distrusting him and everything he ever told me, Sarah told 
herself, before regaining her composure with a certain 
degree of maturity. 

Sarah’s behavior changed. She began to pay a little more 
attention to her customers’ needs. She viewed them a bit 
differently now. They are probably people trying to build a 
better tomorrow for their loved ones as well, she thought to 
herself. She felt closer to them for some reason. 

“If only I had been more careful . . . I should have saved 
myself instead of being fooled by the lies,” Azuur mumbled, 
with every word filled with regrets and hatred. Sarah felt as 
if a dagger had been plunged into her heart. She pictured 
herself old and alone, having wasted her life on someone 
else, and only having regrets and sorrows as companions. 
She ran to the backroom and started to cry; she couldn’t help 
it. 

As she was coming back to her work, she couldn’t help 
but think of how deceitful men were, and could only see lies 
in the eyes of her customers. She slowly began to hate 
herself for serving them and to hate them for being so weak. 

As she was about to throw the plates she was carrying at 
anyone who had the unfortunate idea of speaking to her, she 
overheard Hael talk: “You are my life, my beloved. You are 
the light that guides me through the darkness of time,” Hael 
said, with every word filled with truth and love. Sarah 
remembered all the times her solitude and pain were taken 
away by the comfort of her beloved Joras. She recalled how 
he was strong when she was weak, and how he had always 
been there when she needed him the most. She remembered 
that she discovered the meaning of her life in his eyes—eyes 


that were always looking at her with love. She recollected all 
that they had shared and all that they had promised each 
other to share. She remembered why she loved him, and why 
they were getting married this summer. Sarah grew stronger, 
and she had never felt surer of Joras than at this instant. 
They were to be married this summer, and they would try 
everything they could to make it last until the end of time. 

Sarah’s confidence came back, and she felt a strength that 
she had never known to be within her. It was at this time 
that she felt the presence of her new lord, Knight Anaria, in 
her. It was like a faint voice deep in her heart telling her to 
fight. While the bond was still weak, she was able to hear 
her voice and her guidance. 

Joras and I shall face whatever life throws at us, together, she 
decided. 

As she was serving her customers, Sarah couldn’t help but 
notice that the way they were looking at her had changed; 
they were no longer seeing her as a good-looking waitress, 
but more as a strong and esteemed woman. Their behavior 
changed. She felt respect in their tones—a respect she had 
never experienced before. 

Sarah liked what was happening to her. She liked the 
changes in her and the way it affected the people around 
her. 

“People will only use you for their own interest, such is 
their way,” Azuur said out loud with true despisement in his 
words. This time Sarah simply disregarded Azuur altogether. 
Just more nonsense from a bitter man, she said to herself. 
Sarah felt sorry for him, but she promised herself that she 
would never allow anything to interfere ever again in the 
beautiful life that awaited her and her beloved Joras. She 
went back to work, impatient to finish so she could return to 
her husband-to-be. 

“T told you not if I could help it,” Hael said to Azuur. 

“Ah! There are many more,” he replied, with boiling 
anger in his voice. 

“And we shall be there each time,” Hael promised Azuur, 
at which he simply disappeared. Hael stood up, went over to 
the table where Azuur had been sitting, and dropped a 
couple of coins before vanishing as well. 

Sarah had, without knowing, fought the evil that filled the 
words of Azuur with her own strength. Strength she found in 
love and faith and in her lord. She had discovered an evil she 
would always recognize now, even if she wasn’t aware of it. 


In this short event, no more than two hours had passed, 
Sarah had probably made the most important choice of her 
life; she had chosen to embrace her king’s side and fight evil 
where she met it. While Sarah was unaware of what she had 
done, her soul grew that day and became a little bit more 
mature. 


Rudolph was a teacher at Raikus School of Lourhan. He 
taught children how to read. He loved his work and he loved 
the company of kids, even if they were more trouble than 
anything else at this young age. He would always forget the 
harshness of life each time he looked at their innocent eyes 
and would always be in wonder at their incredible 
intelligence. He was in charge of overseeing the schoolyard 
today. It was lunch break and all the kids were running 
around and playing. He saw a little girl; she wasn’t more 
than seven years old with a sad look on her face. He quickly 
went toward her and asked, “What is wrong, little one?” 

The young girl looked at Rudolph with tears in her eyes 
and said, “They simply don’t understand. They are so 
useless!” 

The intensity with which she spoke startled Rudolph. 

“What do you mean?” he asked. 

“T have wasted an entire day teaching Johan how to tie 
his shoelaces, to no use!” she said with real sorrow in her 
voice. 

Rudolph would have comforted the young girl, and 
probably laughed inside any other time, but this time was 
different for some reason. He truly took what she said to his 
heart, and he couldn’t stop himself from thinking about the 
meaning of his life and all the time spent teaching young 
children to read, only to see them waste it all a few years 
later. 

Many children had stopped attending school before they 
were even mature enough to realize what they were doing. It 
had always saddened him, but he had always accepted it. 

“T am sure you have spent your time well, young girl, and 
that he has learned a lot from you today,” he said, trying to 
reassure himself more than anyone else. 

“No! His shoelaces are still untied, and he hasn’t learned 
anything! He even laughed at me after I left!” the young girl 
cried. “I am the worst teacher ever!” she added, with every 


single word filled with intense despisement and despair. 
Razth always liked to take the form of children to deceive 
the heart of men; he found that their innocent looks were the 
best means into the human's spirit, no matter how strong 
they were. 

Rudolph went into his thoughts once more, and for the 
first time in his life, he felt responsible for all those children 
that the school had failed. For the first time he thought it 
was all because he was unable to teach them the importance 
of education; it was all because he was a bad teacher. 
Rudolph’s despair started to show on his face. 

“What matters, little girl, is that you tried, and that you 
did the best you could,” he replied with an unsure voice. 

“If he trips on his shoelaces and hurts himself, it will be 
all because of me!” Razth said, filled with hatred. 

Rudolph couldn’t comprehend how an event as 
insignificant as the one described by the little girl could 
bring so much unrest and chaos into his heart and mind. He 
found himself once more taken into his worst of fears—fears 
he hadn’t known were there. 

He not only felt responsible for all the children that had 
left the school before they should have, but also for all the 
harshness they had to face because of it. Rudolph was ready 
to fall on his knees under the heavy weight of his sorrow and 
weep. 

“Ha, what a fool! He kept running with eggs in his hands 
and now he is sad because he broke them! He should have 
listened!” a young boy, no more than nine years old, shouted 
not far from Rudolph. 

He would not have been able to hear the boy if it weren’t 
for the voice of his lord, Knight Anaria, in his heart, keeping 
his mind from being lost in his desolation. 

Rudolph started to feel better. He realized the truth in the 
boy’s words, and he understood that he was there to give the 
children the best tools he could in order for them to make 
the right decisions when they were faced with difficult 
challenges. 

“Do not worry, little girl. The day he will trip on his 
shoelaces is the day he will remember your words and regret 
having laughed at you,” he said with such kindness and 
confidence that Razth felt sick in his stomach. 

“You are right, thank you, sir!” the demon answered and 
left running as if she were going back to play. While she was 
doing so, she looked threateningly at the boy who had 


challenged her; the young lad was smiling, as if saying, “You 
lost.” 


Hithh had just taken his human form and had made sure 
that there were no angels around to see him. He had never 
been as picky as the other demons. He didn’t care who he 
was turning as long as he got a human soul to do his 
biddings. And he would never spend too much time as a 
human either. He was not fond of having to deal with angels’ 
interferences. 

He simply appeared where no one could see him, imbued 
a long wood stick with all of his evil, and left it on the side 
of the road where anyone could see it. He vanished as 
quickly as he had appeared. 

Tirus, a young man in his early twenties, was passing by 
at that time. He was on his way back to his master’s shop 
where he was a woodcrafter apprentice. He couldn’t help but 
notice the wood stick on his path; it was well carved and 
there was something about it that attracted his eyes. He went 
and fetched it. When he grabbed it, Tirus felt a weird feeling 
overwhelm him. He felt, for some undefined reasons, 
powerful, as if he had found a new source of strength. It took 
him some time until he could clearly define his new emotion. 

Many new notions started to rush in him; ideas that made 
him uneasy. He started picturing himself beating up the 
people that made fun of him, or that didn’t appreciate him as 
they should have. He never caught himself having these 
thoughts so clearly and so intensely before. He started to 
doubt his heart and his true nature. 

The more he rejected these new notions, the greater they 
became. When he was overwhelmed by them, and by all that 
he could do with that simple wood stick, and was ready to 
give up, he heard the voice of his lord call to him, helping 
him reject those evil thoughts. As he was walking back to the 
shop where he worked, the thoughts of crushing something 
or someone intensified, and he kept on rejecting them more 
vigorously. 

However, a single image, generated by the evil on the 
wood stick, hit home. Another apprentice working with him 
had always been his better, and his master would only swear 
by him and his work. The image of him crushing his rival’s 
hands, while deeply disturbing to his mind and soul, was not 


without a certain sentiment of satisfaction. He could 
experience the pleasure that would bring to him if he were 
to actualize this image. 

The more he allowed that feeling of fulfillment enter his 
heart, the weaker his rejection of it was. Tirus kept thinking, 
the remaining of the way, on how he could succeed in 
getting rid of his competition without being caught. The 
more he thought about it, the more evil entered his heart 
and mind. 

He no longer questioned if he should but rather how he 
should do it. 

The more he reflected about it, the tighter he gripped the 
wood stick, and the more evil it released into his heart. 

When the shop was in sight, Tirus’ plan was completed. 
He was to wait for him in the back of the shop, where the 
water rooms were and where it was always dark. He would 
go and wait for him without anyone noticing him. As his 
victim came toward him, he would beat him with the stick 
anywhere he could. He had to make sure his competition 
wouldn’t be able to work again, and he was not about to risk 
being recognized. His decision had been made; he was going 
to do it and do it now. 

“Halt!” 

He heard the command as he was preparing himself to go 
in position. He turned around and looked at the origin of the 
voice while hiding his stick behind his back. 

“Come here, young man!” the guard insisted. He had 
noticed something weird about this young boy, as he was 
doing his rounds. 

“Yes, sir,” Tirus answered hesitantly. He experienced the 
fear of discovery rush through him. While this dread would 
have usually made him throw away the stick and forget his 
idea altogether, there was a stronger voice in his heart 
telling him, He doesn’t know anything, just pretend to not 
understand what he wants, then go do what must be done. The 
voice was his, but he never remembered himself ever 
speaking with such determination and evil intent. 

“Where are you going, lad?” the guard asked with a 
strong voice. 

“T am going back to the shop where I work, sir,” Tirus 
replied innocently. 

The guard looked deeply at Tirus, scrutinizing him for 
anything suspicious. “What are you carrying behind your 
back, lad?” he asked, while putting his hand on his sword. 


“Oh, that. It is just a wood stick, sir; I am an apprentice 
woodcrafter,” Tirus answered, showing the baton. 

The guard looked at the cane-shaped piece of wood and 
was strangely attracted to it. The guard was about to ask 
Tirus to let him examine the wood stick when he felt 
strongly the presence of his lord in his heart rejecting the 
idea intensely. 

The bond between the guards and their lord was always 
stronger than the ties with commoners. The evil on the baton 
could not find a weakness in the heart of the soldier to 
overtake him. 

“Ts that what they teach you to craft? A stick?” the guard 
asked suspiciously. 

Tirus felt uneasy at the words of the guard. He wasn’t 
bothered by the question but more by the way it made him 
feel. The voice in him that had been forged by his 
acceptance of the baton started to weaken, as if someone or 
something other than him were fighting it. 

“Well . . . actually . . . No, they don’t.” Tirus couldn’t 
think of anything else to say. 

“So what are you doing with it, boy?” 

The longer he talked to the guard, the weaker the voice 
became. 

“Well . . .” Tirus paused to think of the answer. He knew 
what he intended to do, but he couldn’t remember why. The 
rage that had overtaken him had disappeared, and he 
couldn’t believe what he was about to do. “Well, . . .” he 
added, still in disbelief of what his intentions were. 

It was as if someone had taken control over his body and 
mind and wanted him to do a horrible act. 

“T found it on the road and wanted to examine its 
craftsmanship,” he said, still shaken by the thoughts it 
generated. 

“T see,” the guard said, and took the stick to take a look at 
it. “I can’t see anything special about it, I must say, but I am 
no expert.” He gave the stick back to Tirus. 

“IT am afraid you are right,” Tirus said, while taking 
another look at the wood cane. “I don’t know what attracted 
me to it in the first place,” he added truthfully. 

The evil imbued on the wood stick had disappeared, and 
all that remained was a very common piece of wood. 

“Well, good day, lad,” the guard said, before leaving. 

As the guard was walking, Tirus looked incredulously at 
the stick and felt as if he had dreamed it all. He could hardly 


remember anything that had happened on his way back to 
the shop. He threw the baton away, and simply went back to 
the shop and worked harder at his craft. 

The baton had lost all of its wickedness. The evil imbued 
by Hithh would have eventually dissipated on its own if it 
hadn’t been found by someone to feed it and accept it. If 
Tirus’ heart had been strong enough to resist it and reject it 
fully, the malevolence of the stick would have disappeared 
right away, but he was young, and the notions of good and 
evil were still a blur to him. Furthermore, his bond to his 
lord was still weak. 

When the guard had stopped Tirus and had talked to him, 
his lord’s will had found a new means to reach the evilness 
that was in Tirus’ heart and fight it. It was simply no match 
for Anaria’s valor. 


Priest Ramius, following the High Priest Charian’s general 
orders, was roaming the land of Feroria and was about to 
enter the city of Lourhan. He had been travelling for two 
days on foot now, spreading his teachings to whomever 
listened to him and helping out whenever he could. As he 
was approaching the town, he could not help but notice a 
rupture in the harmony of his surroundings. 

While he wasn’t a master at will channelling, he was 
adept enough to recognize a disturbance. It emanated from a 
small farm not far from where he was. He marched toward 
it, and as he approached, he could hear a man yelling. 

“Of all the days you had to pick today!” the voice was 
shouting. “You good-for-nothing bastard! I am sure you are 
doing it on purpose!” 

As Ramius came nearer, he could see a big-boned man, of 
average size, yelling at his bull. 

“The work must be done today or the crops will be 
ruined!” the man yelled, as if the poor creature could 
understand him. 

While this scene had nothing out of the ordinary to the 
untrained eyes, Ramius could feel the strange disruption in 
the natural balance it was creating. 

“What is wrong, good man?” Ramius asked. 

The startled man answered, “Ah, hello, Father. I didn’t see 
you coming.” He pointed to his crops and said with an 
unusual rage in his eyes, “This damn bull refuses to work.” 


“Ts it sick?” 

“It was fine until twenty minutes ago! It just stopped 
working and sat on the ground! Nothing could be done to 
move it! I am sure it is doing it on purpose to bother me! 
Today is the last day if my crops are to be gathered!” 

Ramius found the idea ridiculous, a bull stopping to work 
on purpose to annoy its owner, and yet, he could clearly see 
that the man wasn’t joking. 

The priest paused and looked carefully at the situation. 
The bull was on the ground not moving, and the man, no 
matter what he tried, was unable to make it budge. It was 
obvious that the man had tried everything; fresh blood from 
beating could be seen on the beast. 

Ramius started to feel uneasy. He could slowly feel the 
disturbance in the natural balance reaching his heart. 
Actually, the more he listened to the man and the closer he 
got to the bull, the stronger the disruption was. 

The priest focused his strength and closed his eyes. He 
started to recite his prayers, and after a few minutes, he 
could clearly see it; something was emanating from the bull 
and it was slowly affecting the man and its surroundings. It 
was as if a chaotic energy were spreading and infecting 
everything in its proximity, beasts and men alike. 

“Has it eaten something rotten?” Ramius asked. 

“Nothing out of the ordinary!” the man replied, obviously 
annoyed by the priest’s question. “Why do you ask?” he 
added with anger. 

“T am just trying to find a reason as to why your bull 
doesn’t move anymore. I am sure that annoying you is not its 
purpose.” 

“Oh! And how do you know that? Do they teach you the 
tongues of bulls now?” he said sarcastically. 

Ramius took a heavy breath and said, “Just answer the 
question if you please, good man.” 

The man remembered that he was talking to a priest and 
said calmly, “I just gave it, its vitamins.” 

“Did you notice something out of the ordinary?” 

The man took a moment to think, and answered, “Now 
that you mention it, it reacted violently. It refused to take 
them. I had to force them down its throat. It was the first 
time it did that. It is usually quite fond of them.” 

“Where do you usually keep them?” 

“Where they always are, in the barn... ,” he replied then 
paused. “In an unlocked closet. Do you think someone 


poisoned my bull!” he yelled at the priest, and his eyes were 
red with rage. Ramius could feel the disturbance increasing 
in the man’s voice. 

“Tt is too early to tell, good man. Show me to where you 
keep them.” 

Ramius followed the hastened pace of the farmer to the 
barn. 

When Ramius saw the bottle where the vitamins were, he 
sensed right away that something was wrong with it. It was 
as if an invisible chaotic force were enveloping it; the same 
kind he noticed emanating from the beast. 

“They look like they are no good anymore, good man,” 
Ramius said, trying to calm the man’s madness. 

“How can that be? I bought them less than a week ago!” 
the man exclaimed, while taking his time to think. “It must 
be—” 

“Tt must have been the bad weather or a roaming critter. 
Leaving them in the open is a bad idea, good man,” Ramius 
said, wanting to put a stop to his chaotic thoughts. 

“Maybe... , maybe, Priest,” the man said. “But what am 
I to do about my bull?” 

“Maybe I can help, good man,” Ramius answered and 
walked toward the bull. 

“You see, good man, the body of any living creature, man 
or beast, is like the land itself. It can heal itself over time and 
with proper care,” Ramius said, closing his eyes and focusing 
all of his thoughts in order to channel the healing energy of 
the land. As he was reciting his prayers and could slowly feel 
the will of the land being channeled through him, he put his 
hands on the bull, which breathed heavily at their contact, 
and aimed all of that energy toward the source of chaos. He 
could slowly feel the turmoil within the bull diminish, and 
its wounds heal, until it was a thing of the past. As he 
finished, the bull went back on its feet and was full of 
regained energy. 

“Well done, Father! I am in your debt!” the man said, joy 
replacing the chaos that had built in his heart 

“Don’t mention it, good man. Just promise me to take 
better care of your beast and of your things,” he said gently. 

“T will, Father. I promise! I will burn those vitamins right 
away,” he added, with all scent of chaos gone from his voice. 

As Ramius was leaving the man and his bull, who went 
back to work, he could not help wonder of the source of such 
chaotic force. He would have to seriously look into the 


matter in order to answer it. 

This outcome of events was not without displeasing the 
eyes of Rhagothh, who had been watching from the shadows 
the entire time. I guess I will have to be more subtle next time, 
he thought to himself, before disappearing. 


kook ok 


Somas inhabited the poorest parts of Lourhan; he always 
had. Life had been nothing but harsh to him. He was an 
orphan raised by the priests at the local house of worship 
until he was ten, at which point he ran away and lived by 
himself in the streets. He slept in the darkest corners, always 
worried of not surviving the night. He had to fight and steal 
his way through life. 

He was in his mid-thirties now, and the harshness he 
underwent could be seen on his face. 

An easy target, Disrathh thought to himself; he would not 
gain much from turning Somas, so he believed. 

Somas was well known among the thieves and the locals 
of this neighborhood, and while turning Somas would not be 
of real benefit to the demon cause, for the people had 
natural abilities of rejecting the influence of individuals they 
did not see fit, it would still allow the beast of agony to 
reinforce the dormant evil that was in the heart of the other 
thieves. Maybe in time these people will cause enough havoc to 
allow other demons to enter the human plane more freely, 
Disrathh thought, only to be disturbed by a hearty laugher 
coming from behind. 

“I will not even interfere with this one, demon,” Kiel said. 

The fiend looked at her and replied, “As if you could! Do 
you actually think you can reach this man, in here?” 

“You would be surprised at what I can and cannot do, 
demon,” Kiel, an angel of sight whose intelligence was only 
equaled by her beauty, answered. 

“Ah! Try to stop me then!” 

“T won’t have to, demon. As I told you, I will simply be a 
watcher on this one; I will not interfere in any way,” she 
simply replied, while showing a smile that left no doubt 
about her confidence. 

“Suit yourself. The better for me, angel.” 

Somas was looking for a prey. He had no money and no 
food left. He was about to do the only thing he knew how to, 
steal his rights to live. He did what he usually did and went 


toward the wealthier patrons of this part of town, away from 
the quarters he lived in. 

He reached an antique shop, where the wives of the 
wealthy would go to buy ornaments for their houses so that 
their guests would be impressed by their good taste. And he 
waited. 

Disrathh saw this as his opportunity. He took on his 
human form and entered the antique shop. 

It was small in size but richly decorated with furniture 
dating from all periods. A strong smell of wood and incense 
gently assailed any newcomer. 

“Hello, good sir,” Disrathh said, showing a pleased 
expression on his face to the owner. 

“Well met, sir. How can I help you?” the owner asked. 

“IT am looking for a musical box, something small and yet 
refined,” Disrathh said, while moving his hands to depict the 
intended design of the object. 

“Oh, we have many. Let me show you the finest one,” the 
owner replied. He took a musical box from his showroom. 
“This one has been made by the finest crafter the land has 
known. He was so skilled that it was said that the past king 
himself ordered one for his niece.” He revealed a beautifully 
crafted music box. It was covered with precious gems on 
gold and silver embroidery. 

Disrathh took it in his hands and carefully examined it. As 
he was doing so, he imbued the box with a touch of his evil, 
at which the owner felt uncomfortable for unknown reasons, 
and abruptly said, “Will you be buying it?” He reached to 
take the box back. 

“Tt is beautifully crafted indeed, good sir, but I am afraid I 
have changed my mind. I thank you for your help,” he 
replied, leaving the shop, having done his deed. 

“Good day to you, sir,” the owner retorted before 
mumbling, “Damn shoplifters.” He put the box back in its 
place. The malevolent intent that was now on the box was 
meant for Somas; while the owner felt a bit different when 
he touched the box, he remained himself. 

Any other time, Kiel would have followed the vile beast 
into the shop and would have gotten rid of the evil imprint 
on it, but today, she was a watcher and would not interfere. 

A few moments later, a client entered the store and asked 
for something he could offer his daughter for her sixteenth 
birthday. The owner of the shop could only think of one item 
that would be most suited for such an event: the music box. 


At the sight of it, the man could not resist and bought it. 

As the unfortunate customer was leaving the store, Somas 
could not take his eyes off of him and of his package. Somas 
knew he had found his prey. 

He waited for the man to reach the corner of the street, at 
which point he ran toward him with his arms open. “Old 
friend! It has been so long!” he shouted, forcing the man to 
make a right on the adjacent street, which was darker than 
the main one. 

“Who are you?” the man asked, obviously surprised by 
Somas’ behavior. 

“Don’t you recognize me?” Somas asked, while putting his 
dagger on the man’s back without anyone seeing him do so. 
“T am your old friend for whom you bought this gift,” he 
whispered into the man’s ear. 

“Please, it is a present for my daughter’s birthday,” he 
said, shaking. 

“You are in luck because it is also my birthday. Talk to me 
as if we are friends.” He pushed his dagger a bit more on his 
kidney. 

“Of course ..., my good friend,” the man said hesitantly 
so that anyone who was passing could hear him. 

“Now the gift, good friend,” Somas said, to which the man 
complied. “I am going to leave now. Don’t do anything your 
daughter will be sad about for the rest of her life,” Somas 
added as he left. 

The man stayed where he was, unable to say a word or 
move a finger. When Somas had reached the end of the 
street, he could hear: “Guards! Help!” in the background. He 
reacted faster than I expected, Somas thought to himself, while 
laughing. 

The streets were his home, and they could never catch up 
to him in time before he reached his destination. 

As Somas escaped from danger, he opened the package 
and saw the box. It was a beautiful sight, a very expensive 
one. A marvelous gift for a young child, he thought to himself 
sarcastically. 

As he was on his way to go visit his local friend, who 
would buy anything of value for one tenth of its price, Somas 
felt an incredible urge to go back to the antique shop. He felt 
the urge to go in there, kill the owner, and steal everything 
he had in stock. Surely he would never feel the pain of 
poverty ever again. 

Images of him with riches he wouldn’t know what to do 


with were invading his mind, so many of them that the idea 
of killing a living being, something he had never done, 
became a minor detail. 

Somas didn’t move. He remained where he was 
daydreaming, trying to make sense of what was happening 
to him. 

The more thoughts of riches invaded his mind, the tighter 
he held the box, and the more evil was released into his 
heart. 

Would it be so bad to kill a man? He thought to himself, 
What is the taking of a human life on the way to my freedom 
from poverty and misery? A voice, his voice, was saying these 
words in his mind: J, myself, have had to escape death on more 
than one occasion in order to survive. Why not deal out death in 
order to free one’s soul from pain and suffering? He kept 
repeating these notions over and over in his head. 

Somas’ mind and spirit were completely overwhelmed by 
these thoughts and his new voice, and when it reached the 
point where he could not think or see anything else, the most 
unexpected thing happened: Somas laughed. He laughed so 
hard that he shed tears of joy. 

In the shadows, Disrathh was confused and in disbelief 
before such a display. His evil was making Somas laugh! He 
simply couldn’t understand what was going on. 

Once Somas stopped laughing and had regained his mind, 
he simply answered his new voice in his head with the 
following: Because such is not the way of the land. These 
words were Somas’ but they were so intense and filled with 
his lord’s will, that all the evil of Disrathh that had found its 
way to his heart disappeared. 

“When have I become such a fool to think such futile 
thoughts,” he said out loud, putting an end to his new voice. 

The bond between Somas and his lord, Knight Anaria, was 
so strong that the evil imbued in the box vanished as if it 
had never existed. 

Somas continued on his way to his old friend in order to 
sell the item. Tonight, my wife and children shall eat meat, he 
thought to himself, and not without a certain satisfaction, 
but what pleased him even more was that tonight he would 
be able to offer a warm meal to some of the many kids who 
roamed his streets. They always reminded him of his youth. 
Each time he was able to do something for them, he felt not 
only closer to the way of the land, but also that a part of his 
soul was being reborn. 


Kiel was in a state of unstoppable hilarity. Disrathh could 
not hide his growing anger and rage. 

“You really don’t understand anything about the way of 
the land, do you?” she said, mocking Disrathh before making 
more fun at his expense by adding sarcastically, “Did you 
actually think that poverty and its harsh consequences were 
signs of evil?” 

“Laugh as much as you want. The heart of men is weak, 
and in time it shall turn to us!” Disrathh yelled with a 
threatening voice before disappearing into the shadows, 
leaving forever behind him the sight of Kiel holding her belly 
in laughter. 


The military academy had always been the favorite place 
of Raamothh. This demon loved the smell of blood and of 
fear that filled the hearts of the fresh recruits. But what 
Raamothh loved above all was their true desire and 
determination to win at almost any cost. 

While this place opened very few windows for the fiends 
to spread their evil, the ties of the students with their lord 
being ever-present, there was always someone willing to do 
anything to win. Raamothh made sure to be there the rare 
times it happened. 

“Still hoping to find a skill user willing to do your 
biddings?” Diel said. 

“All I need is for a will user to listen to what I have to say 
and offer, good angel,” he replied with an evil grin. 

“They are too strong for you and your weak ways, 
demon.” 

“Your words ring truth, angel. What are you doing here, 
then?” 

“Just making sure you understand it, demon.” 

Diel and Raamothh were in their spiritual form on the 
roof of the weapons storage house, and they had a beautiful 
view of the training court of the military academy. New and 
old students were hard at work training to become soldiers, 
but what interested Raamothh the most were the two 
aspiring knights that were readying themselves for a duel. 
They were to fight in order to find out who was most fit to 
become a lieutenant under the command of Captain Kirhas, 
who was in charge of the all the guards posted in the good 
town of Lourhan. Kirhas only answered to Knight Anaria 


herself, and he was aspiring to one day replace her like all 
the other captains of the regions under her lordship. 

The academy would only produce one lieutenant every 
two years, and in order to do so, all the skill users had to be 
educated in the art of war and in the usage of the will. After 
having been properly educated, all the would-be champions 
had to fight each other, and only the strongest would earn 
the title of lieutenant and serve under the command of the 
captains of the land. Once they were officially integrated in 
the ranks of the army, there was a contest every five years 
where the strongest of all the lieutenants could challenge 
their first lieutenant in order to take his or her place. The 
first lieutenants could then challenge their respective 
captains, and, of course, only the strongest among the 
captains could challenge the knight of the land. Failing to 
win for a superior officer could only mean certain death, and 
while losing to a fellow officer could end in death, it only 
meant shame most of the time. 

It had been over six years since this school last produced a 
lieutenant. There could only be a lieutenant if there were 
will users, and while there were many potential skill users all 
over the land, those actually gifted with the ability were 
rare. Indeed, many people trained to become champions, but 
only those with a natural aptitude were successful. 

This year had been good. Two students of the military 
academy of Lourhan were will users and were both 
pretenders to the title of lieutenant. 

“Give up, you are no match. You were never able to win 
during our many practices. What makes you think today will 
be any different?” Hashir said to Urom. 

“Your big mouth shall be your fall, you arrogant brat!” he 
spouted back. 

The two men knew each other well. They had trained 
together at the academy for the past four years now. They 
were both skilled in the art of war and in the usage of the 
will, but Hashir had always been the better man. 

“What good does it do to you to watch them fight? You 
will never be able to reach them,” Diel said. 

Raamothh knew the truth of her words. He never was able 
to even get close to them. He had tried on many occasions to 
reach their hearts, but their will was so strong and their 
dedication to the way of the land so determined that even to 
talk to them in human form was unthinkable. 

Before he could even get close to them, their will would 


fight his evil and force him to return to his spiritual form 
and back to hell. 

And yet, every two years, he made sure to be present, to 
watch for any opening he could sense that would allow him 
to influence, even a little bit, an aspiring knight. 

To influence a would-be champion would not mean that 
the knight would be turned, but the evil scent would always 
be present, albeit hidden, in his heart and would easily 
influence the weaker spirits that were linked to him without 
the knowledge of anyone. Furthermore, if the leaders of the 
land were to choose an evil path, the land would allow it, 
and the people under them could embrace that path without 
any opposition, such was the way. 

Aremis had been the only champion to ever embrace that 
path; there had been no others before. 

Raamothh never even dreamed of turning a champion. He 
just wished that one day he could convince a knight or 
aspiring knight of the truth of his ways—a wish he never 
was able to realize in the two thousand years he had lived. 

“T know that too well, angel, but I am fond of their 
fighting spirits,” he replied, before being interrupted by the 
ongoing challenge. 

“Are you both ready, boys?” Garith asked them. He had 
been both their instructor in the art of war and in the 
knowledge of the will. 

“Tam,” Hashir replied, hinting that Urom was not. 

Hashir had often pleaded with Garith not to let Urom 
challenge him. He knew of the way of the land, but he had 
grown fond of Urom and it pained him having to fight him 
for the title. Hashir had no doubts in his mind about the 
outcome of this battle; he had always beaten him before. 

“So am I!” Urom shouted, understanding Hashir’s 
intentions. 

“In position!” Garith shouted, at which all the students 
stopped what they were doing and gathered around the two 
pretenders to the title. 

“T am telling you it is a mistake, Urom,” Hashir insisted. 

“The only mistake I see is yours for underestimating me, 
Hashir,” Urom replied, while assuming a defensive stance. 

“Aren't you forgetting something, boys?” Garith 
interjected. 

“Oh sorry, old man, I forgot,” Hashir replied and linked 
his mind to Garith’s. 

“T thought I had already done that, Garith,” Urom said 


and did the same. 

They were to link their minds to Garith so that he could 
evaluate their knowledge of the will. He was not to interfere, 
but to watch and learn. He had witnessed many battles 
among aspiring knights, and each time he had learned a bit 
more about the will. Knowledge he was to teach the next 
generations of aspiring champions in order to help them 
better use their abilities. 

“You may start!” Garith yelled. 

Hashir was the first to attack. He went rushing toward 
Urom and swung his sword at him with all his might, while 
he focused his will into his blade, freezing the air around it. 
Urom had to direct his energy into his arms to successfully 
block the attack, but he could feel his blade slowly freezing, 
making it weaker. He gathered his will and sent a mental 
assault, hoping to make Hashir lose his focus and break the 
freezing aura around his sword. Hashir felt the blow of 
Urom’s mental strike and had to move back, holding his steel 
protectively. 

The mental hit of his opponent had been stronger than he 
had expected, and he needed to regain his composure in 
order to create a stronger barrier. 

As Hashir assumed a defensive stance, he shielded his 
spirit with great amounts of willpower. Urom was already 
rushing toward him, his attack ready. He jumped high in the 
air above Hashir and came down at him like a boulder. As he 
was about to swing his sword, Hashir erected a wall of wind 
that sent Urom back where he came from, making him lose 
his balance. Urom hit the ground hard but quickly got back 
on his feet, his sword in his hand, ready to parry any 
incoming strike. 

“You have improved since last time, Urom,” Hashir said, 
smiling. 

“You are about to find out just how much, Hashir,” he 
replied, meeting his smile with a grin. 

Hashir dashed toward his opponent, and as Urom was 
about to parry his attack, he went up into the air, carried by 
a gust of wind, and swung his sword at Urom. He was too far 
away to reach him, but as he finished swinging his sword, he 
shot a blast of frozen ice from the tip of his blade, aimed at 
his opponent’s head. Urom protected his face with his sword 
and blocked the attack the best way he could. The frozen ice 
was razor sharp and cut him deeply. 

As Hashir was landing, he prepared a second attack that 


would surely mean the defeat of his adversary. 

He swung his sword with all his might, targeting Urom’s 
head. The latter, under the pain of his wounds, focused all of 
his will, and a wall of stone rose in front of him from the 
ground, protecting him against the blow. The wall was 
destroyed from Hashir’s strong attack which still reached 
Urom. The latter deviated Hashir’s sword in a quick parry, 
but it wasn’t enough. Urom was bleeding, laying on the 
floor, his strength leaving him, slowly going into darkness. 

“T told you, you weren’t ready,” Hashir said, standing next 
to him, pointing his sword at his neck. “Do you yield?” 

Urom wasn’t ready to give up yet; he gathered all of his 
remaining forces and tried to focus his will in order to strike 
one last time. Because he was bleeding too much, he was 
overcome by dizziness each time he tried to focus his power, 
and yet, he did not yield to his opponent. He had been 
fighting all his life for this moment, and he was not about to 
accept his defeat. 

“Do you yield?” Hashir insisted, not wanting to give him 
the final blow. 

Urom saw this moment of hesitation as a weakness and an 
opening. He grabbed his sword with his right hand, focused 
whatever remaining strength and will into it, and swung as 
hard as he could at his adversary. Hashir took a step back 
while easily parrying the attack, and readied himself to 
strike a final blow. 

Urom, seeing that all was lost, opened his mind to all he 
had ever been linked to and tried to use their strength as his. 
He searched everywhere for a source of energy and power 
that would allow him to win, no matter the costs. He would 
accept anything and anyone if it allowed him to be the 
victor. Everything in him told him to accept his loss and 
follow the way of the land without questioning it, but he 
simply couldn’t. He was willing to give it all up for this 
battle. 

Hashir was about to strike when he was stopped by an 
incredible force emanating from Urom—a force so chaotic 
that it couldn’t be of this world. Urom rose and attacked 
Hashir with his newly acquired might at the speed of light. 
The blow was so terrible that Hashir was unable to 
withstand it; he had parried it, but the severity of the assault 
sent him flying to the ground. Urom came rushing at him, 
ready to deal him death. As he was about to swing his blade, 
the chaotic force that had surrounded Urom disappeared, 


leaving him dangling desperately, trying to keep his balance. 
Hashir grabbed this opportunity to rise and counterattack. 
Urom’s strength had left him. Hashir pushed his opponent’s 
sword away and plunged his blade into Urom’s throat. The 
young fighter fell dead on his knees. 

Hashir regained his composure and withdrew his sword 
from Urom’s inanimate body which fell face on the ground. 
Hashir looked perplexed at the dead body. He couldn’t 
understand what had happened; and more importantly, he 
regretted the death of his friend. 

“At your service, my lieutenant!” Garith yelled, to which 
the crowd let out a roar of victory for Hashir, a new 
lieutenant of the land. 


Diel was exhausted. She had just banished Raamothh to 
be consumed by the fires of hell for virtual eternity, until he 
regained his powers. She couldn’t believe he had sacrificed 
himself to lend some of his demonic powers to Urom. 

When the young fighter had sought a new source of 
power at any cost in order to continue the battle, he had 
opened a breach in the barrier that his will and the will of 
the land had erected to protect him from any outside 
influence. Once the opening appeared, Raamothh, against all 
odds, answered the call and linked himself to Urom to lend 
him some of his evil powers, making himself vulnerable to 
attacks. 

As soon as Diel realized what was happening, she struck 
Raamothh’s vulnerable body and banished him to hell. She 
couldn’t understand why Raamothh would sacrifice himself 
in order to gain nothing. Urom had been vanquished and 
Hashir had become the new lieutenant. And yet, as Diel was 
slaying the demon, he laughed. It was a laughter that Diel 
was unable to understand. All traces of his interference had 
been destroyed, so she thought, and yet he laughed. 

Raamothh never intended to influence Urom or Hashir. 
His target was somewhere else, was someone else. As Hashir 
was being acclaimed by all, Garith had a strange look on his 
face, as if he had discovered something he never thought to 
exist. Garith had been linked to both Hashir and Urom this 
entire time in order to learn and evaluate their knowledge of 
the will. While Garith had perfected his understanding of the 
strange power, he had learned new information, a wisdom 


that the land never taught; it was that of the underworld. 

Garith had seen a glimpse of Raamothh’s power, and the 
teachings that it brought with it were a revelation to the old 
weapons master. Garith had practiced for many years in the 
usage of the will without ever being able to succeed at it. He 
had probably more knowledge of it than any aspiring knight, 
and yet, he had never been able to use it even once. He 
never understood why. After many years, he learned to 
accept the fact that he was never to become a champion of 
the land and contented himself with his position. But this 
glimpse of Raamothh’s knowledge made him see things 
differently. He had not been turned; he was still loyal to the 
land, but this new understanding could explain why he had 
never been able to fulfill what he thought to be his destiny. 

While it was too late for him to become a would-be 
champion, maybe this new-found wisdom would be useful 
for his son, when he would come of age to train. At least that 
is what he told himself. That is why he chose not to 
disregard this new wisdom until he was certain it wasn’t the 
answer he had been looking for, for so long. 

The idea of the weapons master of the military academy 
hiding knowledge of the underworld brought joy to 
Raamothh, and as he was banished by Diel, he was unable to 
hide his satisfaction and laughed. No matter the time he 
would have to endure the pains of hell as a damned soul, if 
his sacrifice were to become a decisive act in the ongoing 
war, the Archfiend himself would have to recognize him 
once he regained his demonic powers. 


xk Kk O* 


All of these events in the town of Lourhan were not 
without the knowledge of Knight Anaria. She could feel and 
see at all times what was happening on her land and to her 
people. She knew the terrible turmoil of the town; she knew 
her people were fighting against forces they did not 
understand and were not aware of, but she also knew that 
these events were not isolated. Similar occurrences were 
happening all over her territory, in all of her towns, and to 
all of her people at the same time. 

While her strengths and will were available to her people, 
they had to embrace the way of the land in order to use 
them. She simply couldn’t be there for everyone at all times, 
fighting evil influences in their place. Anaria wished she 


could scream louder for her people to hear her and follow 
her guidance, but these events were simply out of her hands. 

The limits of her humanity infuriated her now more than 
ever and made her push her horse harder in order to reach 
her new home, the castle of Feroria. 

A few days had passed and already Anaria’s strengths 
were strained. She grew stronger each time her people chose 
the right path and weaker each time the wrong one, but no 
matter the outcome, each event drained on her spirit. 


kK Ok O* 


King Jirgar was not only aware of the tensions on Anaria’s 
will from her people but he was also aware of the strain on 
all of his knights’ strengths and spirits. Indeed, similar 
incidents were happening all over the One Land. People from 
all the regions were forced into making a choice. 

Jirgar was able to see the demons and angels waging war 
for the souls of humans. He saw his people fighting for their 
beliefs and being misled by the lies. And each time a human 
lost its way, it pained him in ways he didn’t think were 
possible. The child will have to reach the age of reason in the 
shortest amount of time possible, the good king thought to 
himself, resigned before the reality of the situation. 

No matter the nature of the child, his coming alone had 
already changed everything. 


Yanas 


Weeks had passed and people were engaged in invisible 
battles all over the land. The king and his knights watched 
and helped them the best they could, but there were simply 
too many demons roaming the land. They had no choice but 
to trust the hearts of men to make the right choice. They 
watched in silence, while making all of their will and spirit 
available to their folks whenever they needed it the most. 

Jirgar had long since reached the castle of Luthece where 
he had been staying, reinforcing the bond between him and 
his newly conquered land and people. It didn’t take long for 
him to accustom himself to his new surroundings, but not a 
day passed that he did not think of Osaris. 

On this beautiful spring morning, Jirgar was in his private 
chambers having breakfast. He barely noticed what he was 
eating, so deep in his thoughts he was. 

“Anael,” he called out loud. 

At which the angel appeared, bowing down. “Yes, Good 
King.” 

Jirgar looked at the angel, made a slow movement of his 
head to greet him, and inquired, “I have noticed that the 
demons, while trying to pervert a lot of souls, never attack 
randomly. There are many people who would easily be 
seduced by their ways, and yet, the evil beasts do not 
approach them. They only try to turn those who have gained 
a certain status among their peers, let it be good or bad. 
While I understand they would want to turn famed people, I 
do not understand why they, sometimes, target individuals 
who only have themselves and present no clear gain for their 
cause.” 

Anael, in constant admiration before the champion of 


humanity, stood up and humbly answered, “Indeed, Good 
King, as you have said, most of their attacks are aimed at 
your newly conquered lands and people where the bond is 
the weakest. Furthermore, they only target souls that have 
recently reached the age of reason or that are about to, Good 
King.” The angel paused, making sure the meaning of his 
words were duly appreciated, before adding, “When a man’s 
soul has reached the age of reason or is about to, the humans 
with younger souls are naturally attracted to him. That is 
why it seems that the demons target mostly men who have 
gained a certain standing among their peers, good or bad. 
However, certain souls reach the age of reason while away 
from all others only to become famous after they have 
reached maturity, which is why sometimes the demons seem 
to target people with no obvious bond to others.” 

Jirgar breathed heavily, and asked, “What would happen 
if they were to deprave souls that did not yet reach the age 
of reason? And why don’t they try to turn souls that have 
long reached the age of reason?” 

“Souls perverted by evil, while they have still not reached 
the age of reason, would lead to nowhere. These souls, while 
they would create some trouble on Earth, would only see 
themselves sent back to Earth at the end of the lifespan of 
their vessels, as if nothing had happened. A soul will rebirth 
on Earth for as long as it needs to reach the age of reason; 
any decision it makes before that time is simply void.” 

Anael paused once more and waited for the king’s 
approval to continue his explanation. 

“To turn a soul that has long passed the age of reason is 
almost impossible. Once a human soul passes that period, all 
the important decisions it had to make would have already 
been made. It is as if its path has been carved in stone, and 
nothing can change it.” 

Anael, seeing the confused look on Jirgar’s face, 
cautiously clarified, “The only reason why such a mature 
soul would still be on Earth is by choice, and only by choice. 
Some souls choose to return to Earth to help others, even 
though their places in the heavens have been granted. Those 
are rare souls and our best allies, even if they don’t have any 
recollection of their decisions.” 

“And I take it we have no way of differentiating a mature 
soul from a younger one?” Jirgar asked pessimistically. 

“No, we don’t, Good King. Some mature in one lifetime 
while others need a hundred. We angels and demons can 


only sense when a soul is ready to make a choice.” 

The king of Osaria sighed fatalistically. “I will continue 
then to reinforce my bond with all of the people, and not 
focus on some .. . It is truly a war that can only be won if 
everyone fights.” 

“Yes, Good King,” Anael said, with deep respect and 
compassion before taking his leave 


kK Kk O* 


Yanas had travelled for a bit more than three weeks 
before he had reached his new home, the castle of Habach. 
This region was the furthest away from Luthece and the last 
region to the east of the One Land. The trip took him longer 
than expected because of the daily strains that this war 
required of him. He sometimes longed for the company of 
his friends, but travelling alone never bothered him. Yanas 
had always been the solitary type, ever since he became a 
lieutenant. 

He had discovered his ability for the will when he was 
thirteen, and had directly joined the military academy of 
Nightforest, the capital of Darklight Mountains, his land. He 
had never known his parents and had been raised in an 
orphanage by priests devoted to the way of the land. Yanas 
had always been a troublesome boy; he always had a bad 
temper. He was the most adorable of children when he was 
happy, and a real devil when angry. They never knew what 
to think of him until he showed his ability for the will. It was 
as if all made sense; he was destined to take the path of 
knighthood. 

He was the youngest student at the military school, and 
all the other boys teased him at first. However, they quickly 
stopped when they saw him fight for the first time with a 
sword in his hand. He had beaten the weapons master with a 
single blow, a task that had never been achieved before. 

It was not until Yanas reached the age of sixteen that he 
discovered his true nature—a discovery that brought a fear 
so intense to his heart that it never left him, not even to this 
day. During his sixteenth year, Yanas was ready to show his 
skill in order to become a lieutenant of the land. He had 
been victorious over all the other pretenders, and only one 
remained between him and his title. He could still remember 
that day as if it had just happened. 

Daril and he had been battling for hours, and they were in 


a deadlock. They were both very skilled in the usage of the 
will, and their swords of equal might. In a last effort, Daril 
rushed Yanas and swung his sword with all his strength. 
Yanas parried the attack only to reveal a shadow; Daril had 
struck him with his will, blinding Yanas’ mind. What he 
thought to be Daril was nothing more than an illusion. 

Daril appeared from behind him and his blade found 
Yanas’ back. It went deep into his flesh, and blood was 
flowing freely. Yanas turned himself around and hit Daril on 
the head with the hilt of his sword, while freeing himself 
from his opponent’s blade. Hurt, Yanas somehow kept his 
composure, but he had lost a lot of blood, and could barely 
see in front of him. Daril, hardly able to stand on his feet due 
to extreme fatigue and to his head injury, stood his ground, 
fixing his gaze on Yanas, in hopes of catching his breath 
before finishing him off. 

Yanas was still fighting to remain conscious and to keep 
his mind on the battle, while Daril had already prepared his 
next move. 

Daril came rushing at Yanas and attacked him, 
concentrating all of his will and power on his blade, imbuing 
it with the force of the earth. Yanas blocked the blow, barely 
able to stay on his feet under the greatness of the strike. 
Daril kept coming at him with increasing vigor. 

Yanas, nearing collapse, knew that he would not be able 
to hold him back any longer. He was ready to give in and 
accept Daril as his better, such was the way of the land, until 
he heard a voice in his head—a voice he never knew to be 
there. 

Do you think me so weak as to be beaten by such a fool? the 
voice said with incredible assertion in its tone. Use your 
blood, boy; it is part of you. 

Before Yanas could, or even think to say anything, the 
voice yelled, Use your blood! It was said in such a way that 
Yanas was unable to resist. 

He looked at his hands and they were covered with his 
blood. Images of more of his blood dripping from his back 
invaded his mind. It made him furious. Rage started to fill 
his heart, and the smell of his blood made him scream for 
revenge. The voice and its potency became his. It had always 
been his. 

Yanas pushed away Daril with such violence and ease that 
he sent him flying backward. Yanas grabbed his sword in 
both hands and rushed to attack the startled combatant. 


Daril clumsily blocked the assault, but an incredible wave of 
raw power was released from Yanas when their steels met. 
Daril’s weapon was destroyed in a brutal blast. The 
pretender flew back and landed on the ground under the 
shock of the impact. 

Yanas advanced toward him, his heritage commanding 
him to finish his adversary, to kill the insolent man that had 
shed his blood. 

Fighting with all of his might the urge to kill, he put his 
sword on Daril’s throat and asked, “Do you yield?” with 
words filled with power. 

“T yield!” he shouted, with fear in his voice and heart. 

Yanas turned around and saw, for the first time, the 
weapons master and the crowd gathered around them as 
children. They all seemed so young to him. He turned once 
more and looked at Daril to see a defenseless child. He 
offered him his hand and helped him get back on his feet. He 
looked at the weapons master and walked toward him. 

The weapons master was unable to hide his uneasiness 
and said, “Never have I seen such might in one as young as 
you. This title is yours and could not hope to find better 
suitor,” he said, with deep admiration in his voice. “Hail the 
lieutenant of the land!” he shouted, at which the crowd 
yelled approvingly, “Hail our lieutenant!” 

Ever since that day, Yanas became a different man, a 
solitary man, always plunged deep in his thoughts. It was 
during this battle that he had discovered his heritage, at 
least some of it. He had found out that a part of his being 
had been dormant, only to be awakened when his blood was 
shed and his life in danger. The voice he heard was his, it 
had always been his, but it was the first time he made 
contact with it. It was a side of his soul that scared him, that 
still did. Whenever he allowed it to come out, nothing but 
victory mattered, and it required all of his resolve to stop it 
from overtaking him. He decided to isolate himself from 
others in order to better comprehend and control it. It was 
only after many years of soul searching and discipline that 
he was able to fully use it without losing his mind in a lust 
for power. 

During these times he found out the nature of his origins. 
He had inherited this might from his father, a demon of the 
underworld who had taken a human form. Yanas, however, 
couldn’t understand how it was possible. A human child born 
of a demon had never survived before, and furthermore, he 


was the only one anyone knew or heard of, even in the 
underworld. 

This heritage of his gave him the ability to see and 
communicate with fiends that were roaming the land. 
However, each time he used it, it brought him closer to his 
diabolical nature, making it harder for him to control it. It 
was for those reasons that Yanas used his abilities only when 
the situation demanded, and that he stopped altogether 
communicating with the creatures of hell. He was human, 
and he lived as one. 

I never could have been more wrong, he thought to himself 
when he discovered the remaining mystery of his heritage. 

Ten years had passed. Yanas had achieved the 
unthinkable. He had in the same contest, five years ago, 
challenged his first lieutenant and captain, and had killed 
them both. He had earned the title of captain of the land. 
This year, he was to challenge the knight of the region and 
earn his place. 

Yanas rarely had to use his heritage during his battles; his 
knowledge of the will and his ability to use it had no equal 
in the land. But the foe he was to fight was no ordinary man; 
he was a champion, one of the most powerful beings that 
ever existed. The fight was long and exhausting. They were 
equally matched. Yanas would attack with all of his might 
and will, but the knight would parry each blow. They were 
both breathless, out of strength, and out of will. 

As the knight was preparing his most powerful strike with 
whatever energy he had left, Yanas called upon his heritage. 
His blood ability would not have been enough if it weren’t 
combined with his will. 

Yanas blocked his opponent’s assault and overpowered 
him with his most powerful strike of the will. 

Yanas, however, was interrupted before he could deal the 
final blow. 

You possess a might that is beyond this world, young man, 
the knight mentally sent to Yanas. Who are you? 

This question felt like a dagger was being plunged into his 
heart. Yanas had always been ashamed of his demonic 
nature, even though it was part of his success. 

I am Yanas, captain of the land, and knight-to-be, valiant 
man, he answered mentally. 

That is truth, Yanas, captain of the land, but who are you? 

Yanas could not lie to a man he was about to kill. 

I am Yanas, son of a creature of the underworld. 


The anger and disgust on the face of the champion 
overwhelmed Yanas and filled his heart with shame. 

I shall never allow such abomination to rule the land, the 
knight mentally sent with every word filled with will and 
murderous intent. 

The champion got back on his feet with renewed energy 
and resolve, his sword ready. 

He rushed Yanas and swung his blade high, aiming at his 
head. 

While Yanas parried the strike, the disgust in the knight’s 
eyes drained his spirit. 

The knight kept on pushing and on striking; he could not 
allow a demon to rule over men. 

How can a lowly creature such as you rule the land? You are 
not worthy! the knight kept sending telepathically to Yanas, 
as he was swinging his blade. 

Yanas was about to be beaten, and yet, he refused to call 
upon his heritage again. 

What do you know of the land, boy? the knight yelled 
mentally, as he was preparing to give him the final blow. 

“Enough!” Yanas shouted back to the champion stopping 
in his tracks. “I have lived by the law of the land as a man, I 
have obeyed its ways as a man, and I have fought its enemies 
with the heart of a man!” Yanas yelled. 

As he was doing so, Yanas finally counterattacked. He 
dashed at his opponent and struck a series of precise but 
powerful hits. 

“My loyalty is to my king and to my land, and I shall let 
no one say otherwise!” 

Yanas’ anger made him powerful, so potent that his 
enemy could no longer sustain the pressure. His parries 
became slower and clumsier. Yanas created an opening by 
pushing his opponent’s weapon to the left and plunged his 
blade deep into the knight’s chest. The valiant knight 
dropped on his knees and grabbed Yanas’ blade with his two 
hands. Desperation could be seen in his eyes. 

Before such a display, Yanas’ heart cried. If only I could 
show him the truth of my words so that the brave knight could 
die in peace, he thought to himself and was filled with 
sorrow. 

Thick mist covered their position, and Yanas’ form began 
to change into that of a child without anybody’s knowledge. 

“Fear not, valiant man, the land is in good hands; my 
intentions are pure, and so am I,” the childlike captain said 


to the dying knight before putting his hand on his forehead. 

As he did so, the champion felt the warmest and purest of 
lights overwhelm him and wash away all of his fears and 
doubts. The knight forgot the pain of the blade in his chest 
and began to cry. 

“T was wrong about you, Yanas. May your heart find the 
strength to forgive me, knight of the land,” the man said 
before dying. 

Yanas’ form changed again. It became that of a spiritual 
body. He looked at the dead knight and saw his soul, still in 
this plane. 

“Allow me to guide you to your just reward, noble 
knight,” Yanas said softly, with true grace in his voice. He 
pointed toward the skies and a bright light appear. The soul 
of the dead champion rose and went to it to be forever in the 
heavens. 

Yanas’ shape turned back to its old self, and the mist 
dissipated. He found himself acclaimed by all as the new 
champion of the land. He had become the lord of Darklight 
Mountains, and a knight of Jirgar, king of Osaria. 

It was the first time that Yanas became aware of his 
angelic nature. He had never changed shape before, and 
never knew he had dominium over light. While he welcomed 
these changes, they made him even more solitary. It took 
him time to understand his make-up and even more to 
accept it. His father was a demon of the underworld and his 
mother an angel of heaven. 

Over the years, Yanas had gained knowledge of the three 
worlds and had become known in them. But this knowledge 
came with a heavy price: solitude. Indeed, the angels never 
accepted him, and until this day, had no explanation of how 
he came to existence. While on the other hand, the demons 
kept on trying to rally him to their cause, but to no use, for 
Yanas had chosen to be human. 

Yanas was a knight of the land, and his life was to his 
people and king. 


Yanas was in his private chamber, in the castle of Habach, 
when he felt ready to contact a demon in order to see if he 
could find anything of value about the Dark Order. He was 
always apprehensive over the thought of having to talk to a 
creature of the underworld. Each time he did so, it made it 


harder for him to control his demonic nature. 

Yanas had grown stronger in his usage of the will, in his 
discipline, and more importantly, in his blood heritage. It 
had grown so much that his demonic nature had a form of its 
own now. Yanas was, of course, able to fully control it, but it 
required more strength out of him than before; and thus, he 
rarely used it. 

Today he was not only to completely awaken his 
diabolical power, but he was also to engage in a 
conversation with a demon whose sole purpose of answering 
his call was to feed his tainted blood, making it stronger so 
that maybe one day it could overwhelm him. He closed his 
eyes and focused all of his will into his body, and changed 
form: he became taller and thinner than he usually was, and 
his face became longer as well, showing a smile so evil that 
it could freeze anybody who had the misfortune of looking at 
it. His skin became darker, and his eyes black like a 
moonless night. He could feel power surge all over his body 
and mind. He could destroy a thousand men without even 
having to think about it. 

Creature of the underworlds, answer my call and appear 
before me, he mentally sent to any demon willing to hear 
him. His words were filled with enough will to scare away 
any lower fiend, and yet, without enough power to awaken 
the interest of any higher beast. 

I command you to appear before me, he added with such 
determination that his invitation could not be refused. 

Could it be the famed Yanas? The fool who is afraid of his 
own blood? a voice echoed in his head. 

Appear before me if you dare speak such words. 

I wouldn’t dream of displeasing the o mighty Yanas, the voice 
answered. I wouldn’t want to be the target of your wrath... A 
demon in his spiritual form appeared before Yanas. 

Yanas couldn’t do anything to the demon, but he could 
see him and talk to him. 

“Name yourself,” Yanas ordered. 

“T am Gharazortothh, leader of the Legion of Death, 
servant to the Fallen One, ruler of the abyss,” he answered 
with every word filled with the “truth” of hell. As Yanas was 
listening to his every lexeme, he could feel his blood boiling 
in approval. It was as if he had come home and was 
surrounded by his kind. His demonic powers were growing 
stronger. 

Yanas reinforced his spirit and kept it under control. 


“The leader of the Legion of Death himself?” Yanas knew 
that Gharazortothh was probably one of the most powerful 
fiends of the underworld. 

“Tt is so rare for you to call us that I had to see you for 
myself to believe it.” 

Yanas felt his blood rushing through him, bringing 
incredible new energies with it. “I have questions I need 
answered, demon,” Yanas said with inconceivable might and 
will emanating from him. 

“Your blood is strong . . . but not strong enough to force 
your will upon me, human,” Gharazortothh replied with 
difficulty, while freeing himself from Yanas’ influence. “I 
shall gladly answer your questions if it serves me, human.” 

Yanas knew that trickery and lies were of no use in this 
conversation; they were both too smart and wise for that. 

“What do you know of the Dark Order?” Yanas said, with 
increasing strength. 

“Ah, the famed order at the service of the Angel of 
Darkness himself. They could be the source of so much 
trouble to your kind . . . if they existed that is... ,” 
Gharazortothh replied with a clear satisfaction in his voice. 

“Have they been reawakened?” 

“They have indeed,” the demon replied to the surprise of 
Yanas. “Accept this answer as goodwill to improve our 
relations.” 

Yanas paused and said, “Why have you answered my call, 
Gharazortothh?” 

“There are those among our ranks that do not see the 
ascension of the Archfiend from a good eye. There are those 
among our ranks that are old enough to remember the times 
before his coming, and that know the true meaning of the 
coming of the child.” 

“What is the true nature of the child?” 

“You shall know in time. . . if you survive that is,” the 
demon replied. 

“What can you tell me, demon?” Yanas said, with 
increasing resolve. 

“That you have friends among our ranks, human,” 
Gharazortothh repeated. 

Yanas wanted to take the time to properly weigh the 
words of the vile creature, but he could feel his blood 
growing stronger and hungrier each second he spent talking 
to Gharazortothh. He had already been too long in his 
presence. He hadn’t even realized that his form had changed 


in the short time he spent with the fiend. His demonic form 
had grown to become even more threatening. Yanas focused 
all of his will and broke the link with Gharazortothh with a 
flash of pure light. As he did so, his shape changed back to 
his normal state, and Yanas fell on the ground out of breath. 

The only thing Yanas could think of was what the demon 
had told him. Could it be possible that a rebellion was being 
formed in the ranks of the Angel of Darkness? Or had it all been 
lies to lure me to remain linked to Gharazortothh in order to turn 
me? Yanas knew he had no way of knowing the answers, but 
he knew he was to inform his king right away. Yanas, in a 
surge of energy, regained some of his composure and 
mentally called his king, sharing all that had happened with 
him. 

Rest Yanas. I shall see what I can find about the truth of these 
words, Jirgar mentally replied to him. You have done well, my 
boy, he added, before closing the link with him. 
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“Anael,” the king called out loud, at which Anael 
appeared. 

“Yes, Good King.” 

Jirgar shared Yanas’ information with the angel. 

“Ts it possible, angel?” Jirgar asked. 

“The true nature of the child is not known, not even by 
us, Good King. But it is true that there are demons so old 
that they remember the times before the coming of the 
Archfiend. A rebellion could exist among the ranks of the 
Angel of Darkness, but I cannot see how Yanas would be of 
help to them. He is a powerful being in the three worlds, but 
not enough to tip the balance in the realm of the evil king.” 

“The information concerning the Dark Order has been 
concurred by other sources, Anael.” 

“We can assume the Dark Order to have been reborn. 
Everything we have learned so far leads toward that 
conclusion.” Anael paused and assumed a grave look before 
adding, “There is no doubt that Gharazortothh’s words held 
some truth, but it is a common rule to never believe a 
demon, Good King.” 

“Allies among the vile creatures could be invaluable if it 
were true,” Jirgar stated in a resentful manner. The king 
simply couldn’t afford to miss any opportunity, and thus he 
said, “Yanas will have to remain open to that possibility, I 


am afraid.” 
Anael nodded approvingly. 
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Somewhere in Dakhros, sounds of a hammer pounding on 
steel could be heard. They were coming from Rassid’s 
smithy; he was hard at work in crafting the finest blade he 
had ever made. 

It is done, Rassid, a voice echoed in Rassid’s head. 

Did he call you as I predicted? he asked mentally. 

Yes, and as you predicted, he had questions needing answers, 
Gharazortothh replied from the underworld, making sure no 
one but Rassid could hear him. 

What did you tell him? the weapons smith asked 
impatiently, while pounding harder on the red hot blade. 

Nothing more and nothing less than what you told me to. 

And? Rassid insisted. 

I fed his blood all the evil it could take, as you asked, the 
demon answered. It had an appetite I have rarely seen. 

Good! Rassid exclaimed. Do you have what I asked of you? 

Yes, Rassid, the scent of his demonic nature is all over me, as 
Gharazortothh replied, he shared the scent and all the 
information he had learned of Yanas’ diabolical nature. 

“Perfect!” Rassid spoke out loud, unable to hide his 
excitement before adding, You may go now. 

The link with Gharazortothh broke as fast as it had been 
created. 

The skillful demon worked harder at the crafting of the 
sword. “I shall make you the finest of all scimitars, my dear 
Yanas—a blade so rare and unique that you will not be able 
to refuse it,” he couldn’t help but say out loud with evil 
thoughts rushing through him. 

Rassid, with the knowledge he had gained about Yanas, 
intended to craft a weapon that would appeal to his demonic 
nature while not fighting his way of the land. He was to craft 
him the purest of all blades, whose sole purpose was to feed 
his diabolical blood while all scent of evil remained hidden, 
even from Yanas’ unique nature. It would be the greatest of 
all weapons, his greatest creation, and he would offer it to 
his lord, Yanas, knight of the One Land. It was a thought that 
brought so much pleasure to Rassid that he was unable to 
stop smiling the entire duration of crafting the damned blade 
—a grin so evil that it made any nearby passer feel uneasy 


and dizzy. 


Since the arrival of Soran to Cartagia, Jeanne could feel 
his ever-present influence growing in strength and could feel 
him poking everywhere for signs of her order. His men were 
traveling through all of the towns, looking for any clue. 
Jeanne kept to her usual daily tasks as if nothing were 
happening, not even hinting at her nature as she had done 
for so many years. 

In truth, she was more bothered by the presence of Father 
Alonzo than that of Soran and his men. She was a will 
channeller, and now that her order was awakened, she 
needed to prepare their rise. She was to spread desperation 
and misery—a thing any evil-intended channeller was skilled 
at. 

She had the ability to channel the will of the land to help 
it heal itself and the people, but that same ability could be 
used to harm. However, if her influence disturbed too much 
the harmony of the surroundings, she would be quickly 
discovered, and her existence revealed. 

She had to be careful, especially around Father Alonzo 
who was constantly attuned to the area; he would be the first 
to notice any disturbance created by her hands. 

This will do just fine, she thought to herself, while looking 
at the crops of the Ferinards, the largest landowners of 
Rotan. Today was her day off, and she had decided to take a 
walk, even though it was raining. “It is good for my skin,” 
she would tell, jokingly, anyone who asked her why she was 
out under this heavy weather. 

She had reached her destination and was watching the 
rain drop on the crops, nourishing them. No one will notice, 
not even Alonzo, she thought to herself, while closing her 
eyes and attuning herself to her surroundings. She could 
sense the earth under the downpour, feeding and growing in 
vitality: the humid air and the water going through the soils, 
bringing life with it; the desire of the land to grow, and to 
appease the harshness the earth had to endure to feed its 
inhabitants. She was in perfect harmony with nature. It was 
at this point that she decided to give a little push by 
channelling the will of land to further heal the grounds, to 
make it rain a little longer and a little harder. It was barely 
noticeable, and no one could see this event as being 


unnatural. 

The rain was to last longer than expected, and the drops 
of water were to be thicker and heavier than expected. While 
in itself, it was not harmful, in time, the crops would be 
flooded and the harvests ruined. An event that was sufficient 
to create just a little bit of anger and a feeling of fatality in 
the hearts of the people of Rotan. Feelings I will know how to 
make good use of, she thought to herself, while walking back 
to her house. While Jeanne was pleased with herself, she 
wished for Jeannette to be there. She could do so much more 
if her daughter, the future of the order, was working by 
Alonzo’s side. Jeanne could use more of her influence, while 
Jeannette would be clouding the mind of old Priest Alonzo. 

As she reached her home, she had made up her mind 
about the situation of her daughter. She would send for 
Jeannette; her presence was required there and now. 
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It took Yanas three days to regain his strength from his 
meeting with Gharazortothh. He had to fight day and night 
with his demonic blood in order to bring his evil nature back 
to rest. It cried the entire time for more and almost 
succeeded in invading his spirit with its lust for power. 
Yanas’ will was stronger, and his beliefs in the way of the 
land and in his king could not be shaken. It wasn’t the first 
time he had to fight his diabolical urges, and it sure would 
not be the last time either. 

Yanas was in his private study room, perfecting his 
knowledge of the will, when he was interrupted by a 
messenger. 

A young lad clothed in fine black and beige fabrics, the 
official apparel of Yanas’ servants, marched in and bowed 
before his ruler to clumsily say, “Forgive me, my lord.” 

Yanas smiled at the young fellow and replied, “You are 
forgiven. State your business, good man.” 

“We have received a present for Your Highness. It comes 
from Rassid, the weapons crafter,” he answered, while still 
on one knee. 

“Rassid?” 

“He is but the finest crafter of the land of Habach; he has 
equipped only the greatest warriors, my lord. He wishes for 
you to test his blade and continue the tradition if you judge 
him worthy.” 


“T shall accept the present and do so if it is worthy,” Yanas 
replied, and commanded, “Show me the blade, good man.” 

The messenger quickly left the study room and came back 
with a blade still in its house. He bowed down and presented 
the blade to Yanas. The knight took it and weighed it, still 
unsheathed. 

“Fine work; indeed the balance is perfect even with the 
scabbard,” he said, while still testing the balance of the 
weapon. “The handle seems to have been crafted perfectly 
for my hand and yet he has never met me... Fine work, 
indeed!” 

Yanas looked at the craft of the handle and the sheath, 
and could see no flaw. He drew it and saw a marvelous 
scimitar. He threw the scabbard for the messenger to catch 
and raised the sword high in the air. Its blade was made of 
the finest diamond steel he had ever seen, a metal to be 
crafted only by the most skilled blacksmiths, and was of a 
dark transparent nature; so sharp was its blade that it 
seemed to cut the very air around it, with its edges very 
difficult to discern. Its weight was faultless, not the slightest 
imbalance. 

The knight felt as if this scimitar were an extension of his 
soul, moving it around was as natural and as easy as moving 
his naked arm. He had never seen such a weapon crafted by 
the hands of men. He focused his will and scrutinized every 
inch of the sword. It had no flaw, and he could sense no evil 
in it. It was a perfectly crafted weapon, made to kill its 
enemies quickly and swiftly while respecting its owner’s 
ways. 

Yanas could feel his demonic side boiling in approval and 
his angelic side singing its perfection. It was as if this blade 
were at one with the image of Yanas himself, as if he could 
see his soul through this blade. 

“T have never seen a finer weapon crafted by the hands of 
men,” he said to the messenger, who was obviously pleased 
that a blacksmith of the land of Habach could impress his 
new lord so much. “I shall thank Rassid myself.” 

“You honor your people and your land, my lord,” the 
messenger said, while bowing even lower in front of his lord. 

“Go to the kitchens and have them prepare you a warm 
meal before you leave, good man.” 

“Thank you, my lord,” he replied humbly and left. 

Yanas could not believe that the sword in his hands had 
been crafted by a man, and yet, he could sense no other 


scent but that of a man loving his art and excelling at it. 

Rassid, Yanas sent mentally to the man, creating a link 
with him. 

Yes, my lord! Rassid answered with surprise in his voice. 
You honor me, my lord, he added as if he felt unworthy of his 
ruler talking to him. 

Do not be embarrassed, Rassid. Your work honors you, and 
your gift pleases me greatly, good man. 

Thank you, my lord! I only work to please my lord! Rassid 
exclaimed with deep gratitude in his voice. 

The scimitar you have sent me is flawless and of the finest 
material I have ever seen, Yanas said, meaning every word. I 
can feel its incredible power flow through my entire body and 
spirit. 

Thank you, my lord! Your words made all of my sacrifices 
worthy! Thank you, my lord! Rassid reiterated. 

I shall use it and test it; if it is what it promises to be, you 
shall become my private crafter, good man. 

Thank you, my lord! I never would have dreamed of such an 
honor! Rassid replied, his voice filled with joy and pride. 

I shall contact you soon, Rassid, Yanas said and broke the 
link. 

While they were linked, Yanas had probed the man’s spirit 
and had sensed no evil or any other presence at all. All he 
could see and perceive was a hard-working man, who had 
sacrificed all of his life and youth to perfecting his 
knowledge of his art. A man whose only purpose was to 
serve his lord the best way he could; a man Yanas could only 
have respect for. 

Rassid had indeed been hard at work for many centuries, 
perfecting his ability to hide his true self and to deceive 
anyone who sought answers. An art at which he indeed 
excelled and in which he had no equal. The creature of the 
abyss was pleased with what he had achieved, and knew that 
it was only a matter of time before Yanas’ demonic form 
grew strong, so strong that no one could stop it. 

Rassid was a patient “man” and he was going to wait to 
see that day happen—a day he had been wishing for as long 
as he could remember. 


“Sister Jeannette! Sister Jeannette!” a young, short, 
rounded woman shouted, while running everywhere in the 


house of worship that had been the home and school of 
Jeannette for so long. 

“Rosie! What is the matter? Has something happened?” 
Jeannette replied, worried of terrible news. 

“A letter from your mother! From Rotan!” Rosie 
exclaimed. It was the first time in three years that Jeannette 
had received a letter from her mother; something important 
must have happened. 

Rosie gave the letter to Jeannette and stayed there 
looking at her, impatient to find out what was the matter. 

They didn’t hide anything from each other. They had been 
friends, more like sisters, for so long now. 

Jeannette opened the letter and read it. Her face became 
pale. 

“What is the matter, Jeannette!” Rosie shouted, worried 
by the look of her friend. 

“T must return to Rotan at once. My father is dying,” she 
replied gravely. 


BOOK II 


THE KING 


Prologue 


Seventeen years had passed under the rule of the good 
King Jirgar, and the One Land was now known as Osaria. 
The king and his knights had not known a single day of rest 
during this period. His people had been struggling every day 
against the elements and against an internal fire that 
consumed their spirit without them even noticing it. The 
people grew weary and tired, so did their king and knights; 
it seemed as if the land itself were sick. 

During these seventeen years, the people of Osaria, 
especially in what was known as the land of Luthecia, had 
witnessed unnatural weather and harshness. The people had 
to endure strange illnesses and diseases that they had never 
heard of before; it was a challenge to simply survive the 
passing day. Every task seemed difficult and impossible to 
overcome, not only because of the strange climate changes, 
but also because it was as if their spirit lacked the strength 
and the will to go on. The invisible war that the angels and 
the demons were engaged in all over Osaria had consumed 
their determination, resolve, and more importantly, their 
faith. 

While most of the inhabitants turned toward the way of 
the land and its guidance to replenish themselves and to 
fight the harshness of what life had become, some preferred 
other ways, evil ways. Still a minority, the number of 
individuals who found strength in freeing themselves from 
the burden of others, or even of the law of the land and their 
lords, was increasing. They were like a disease, spreading 
and consuming the spirits of anyone and anything they 
encountered on their path. Their leader was none other than 
Garith, who was greeted as their messiah, bringer of new 
truth. The biggest concentration of the said “free” people 


was in Cartagia for some unknown reason and was rapidly 
spreading toward all of the land. Cartagia was also the 
region where the most important and devastating “natural” 
events took place. 

While no one knew why this region had been the target of 
so many changes, the king and his knights recognized the 
doings of the Dark Order. They had searched everywhere for 
them, using all of their resources and powers, but to no use. 
The Dark Order had succeeded in remaining hidden to all, 
while spreading chaos and desperation in the hearts of men 
and on their lands for seventeen years. Rizmor had tried to 
learn more of the order by contacting a demon, but this time 
the creature of the abyss came prepared, and Rizmor did not 
survive the struggle; he had fallen into madness and died, 
taking with him their best hope of discovering the 
whereabouts of the sinister order. 

No fiend was fool enough to ever answer the calls of 
Yanas. He had repeatedly tried to contact weak and strong 
demons alike, but none ever came. The only time the Dark 
Order had been threatened of discovery was when one of its 
members was unable to restrain himself from strongly 
disturbing the harmony of his area. The disruption had been 
sensed by the local priest and was reported directly to Soran. 
They had been able to reverse the work of the dark 
channeller but were unable to find him. Nonetheless, it gave 
clues to the knights and to the king as to where in Cartagia 
they were hiding. The search had been going on for 
seventeen years, and while they were closing in on 
discovering the cities they resided in, they still had no clue 
of their identities. 

The harshness of the times that passed could be seen on 
the king’s face and on his champions’. It looked as if they 
had aged thirty years, each of the years leaving a mark 
forever to be remembered. The people didn’t feel the severity 
of the passing time as their lords did; however, most of 
them, if not all, had lost faith in the way of the land. While 
the rise of the One King had brought the end of conflicts, it 
had also brought new miseries and pains. The people had 
reached a state where they not only doubted the teachings of 
the land, but also their own king’s integrity. 

The coming year was to be the most difficult the king and 
his knights would have to face. Undeniably, they would have 
to not only keep on fighting an invisible war, but would also 
have to regain their people’s trust. A trust they greatly 


needed in order to keep going. Indeed, as their people were 
losing faith, the king and his knights were losing strength 
and will. As a result, the champions were slowly but surely 
losing patience and good judgment. They had become 
harsher and rougher with their people in hopes of making it 
more difficult for the demons to reach them, but their 
actions were only seen as cruelty and ruthlessness by all. 

Yanas’ many tough decisions surprised his king on more 
than one occasion, but they were simply blamed on the 
incredible strain that this war had on him, especially given 
his ability to witness the doings of the demons without being 
able to interfere. However, what the good king didn’t know 
was the influence that Yanas’ second scimitar had on him. 
The blade of damnation had slowly fed Yanas’ demonic 
blood, unnoticed for seventeen years now, and all could 
sense that his power had grown intensely—a power that did 
not seem to bother the odd knight and that did not rouse 
unusual suspicions in his friends. 

The champions simply stopped paying attention to 
strangeness for there was too much. Furthermore, nothing 
really mattered aside from making sure that the child would 
reach the age of reason as a pure soul. It was their only 
objective, and they all waited eagerly for that time to come; 
the day that would mark the end of the madness once and 
for all. 


Yan 


Yan had grown to be a fine young man during these 
seventeen years. He had light brown hair and eyes, and he 
was of good build, not very tall but not short. He had a thirst 
for knowledge that could never be quenched. He lived a 
normal life with loving parents—at least as normal as he 
could have given his state. Yan was special, not because of 
his destiny or nature that was still unknown to him and 
anyone close to him, but because he was unable to hear the 
voice of his lord. He had grown as the only child unable to 
feel the presence of his sovereign in his heart—a strength he 
wished he had on more than one occasion. The other 
children had been more than cruel to him about that matter, 
treating him as if he were handicapped. He did not show any 
ability for the will, and his lords were unable to link to him; 
he could only be deficient to them. It always took him longer 
than the others to find answers that were so obvious to them. 
But what Yan lacked from his friends and because of his 
“handicap,” his parents made up with their love and 
incredible devotion to him. And they did an outstanding job 
raising him. 

Yan was a fine and well-educated young man. Instead of 
letting his special state be a burden, it drove him to seek 
answers elsewhere. Not being able to use his lord’s spirit 
forced him to find strength in himself and in his own 
abilities to survive and decide. He had read everything he 
could put his hands on, while always seeking adventures and 
new experiences. He had developed a unique relationship 
with his surroundings and with nature itself. He found 
nature an infinite source of inspiration and spiritual strength 
that would always help him fight the day-to-day harshness of 


life and push him to seek answers he knew had to exist. 

Yan and his parents lived in an environment where evil 
had no reach. They had heard news of what was going on 
over the land, but they had never experienced it for 
themselves. It was as if they were shielded from it all. As Yan 
was growing up, his curiosity grew with him, and while he 
knew what was going on in the other towns and cities, he 
was unable to picture it and understand it. He had wanted to 
leave his hometown and travel the land on more than one 
occasion, but was simply unable to leave his parents behind. 
He loved them so much and could not bear to hurt their 
feelings in any way. 

Until the time was right for him to depart, he did all he 
could to learn as much as it was possible from his hometown 
and his daily activities. Yan was born and raised in the good 
village of Yvania. He had grown to become a scholar. He was 
an apprentice scribe, and he was very gifted in this art. 
Father Rudolf was his master, and he and Yan had become 
very close over the years. 

Rudolf was impressed by Yan’s courage and passion for 
his work. The priest taught him much of the way of the land, 
and Yan had always been a good listener, but his handicap 
had always prevented him from being able to see the truth in 
Rudolf’s teachings. No matter how hard he tried or wanted 
to accept the lessons of Rudolf, there had always been an 
inner fire deep inside him that pushed him to believe 
nothing unless he was convinced of it by his own means. 
That same inner fire was driving Yan’s thirst for knowledge 
and making him impatient to travel the lands. 
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Soel, Angel of Power, had been keeping watch on the 
roof of a neighboring house to Yan’s for seventeen years, and 
yet, not a single expression of lassitude could be perceived 
on his face. However, once Anael made his appearance and 
was about to talk to him, Soel sighed heavily in 
exasperation. 

“What is happening, Soel?” Anael asked, feigning to not 
recognize the Angel of Power’s annoyed look. 

“The same as yesterday, the same as it has been for 
seventeen years, Anael . . . nothing,” he replied, with 
irritation in his voice. 

“What about the other side?” Anael insisted. 


“Like us, nothing. They are still waiting for a breach in 
the boy’s barrier in order to fulfill their schemes . . . like us.” 

The angels and demons alike had been unable to influence 
Yan or even his town in any way for seventeen years. Each 
time one of them would try to enter the city in a human 
form, the same thing would happen: Yan’s invisible force 
would be so powerful that they would lose whatever 
strengths they had, and their human form dissipated. And if 
they tried to send an object or anything else imbued with 
evil or any outside scent, it would be destroyed before even 
the town was in sight. They simply had no way of reaching 
the boy, and they had no knowledge as to why. 

These strange phenomena were not limited to angels and 
demons; even Yanas and Jirgar himself were unable to reach 
Yan. They were even unable to contact his parents when 
they were in his vicinity. No one and nothing could influence 
the boy but Yan himself. While the young lad wasn’t aware 
of the strange powers that emanated from him, he had 
always felt that he was apart from everyone else. He had 
always suffered from his solitude, but it also allowed him to 
grow strong; he had an iron will and was determined in 
reaching his goals of knowledge. 

“He will never reach the age of reason by staying here,” 
Anael said. 

“He has grown quite a lot since the day he was born. He 
has grown more than many souls would in many lifetimes. I 
am not so sure about your words, Anael,” Soel replied. 

He had been watching over Yan since his birth, never 
leaving his sight. Soel was not an angel easily impressed, and 
he had grown to like the boy; he liked his way of living and 
of thinking; he had grown to respect him and was now, more 
than ever, willing to sacrifice himself for the boy’s well- 
being. 

“T hope you are right, Soel. I hope you are right for all our 
sakes,” Anael stated heavily. 


Yan was on his way back from Father Rudolf’s, and was 
deep in his thoughts. His heart was heavy. Today he realized 
that he had learned everything Rudolf had to teach him. He 
had become an official scribe and had earned the right to go 
his own way. He had read every book that was in Rudolf’s 
possession and had learned all that was from Yvania. It was 


a small town with down-to-earth people leading a simple life 
—a simplicity that Yan had outgrown. The only things 
keeping him here now were his parents and his love for 
them. And yet, he could not deny the inner fire that was in 
him and that drove him to seek more. Today Yan was about 
to make the toughest decision of his life: the time of 
departure. 

He needed to experience the land in order to master his 
art and feed his spirit. Today he was to talk to his folks, his 
beloved parents. He wanted to travel to the city of Caria, the 
capital of Darklight Mountains; he had been offered a 
position as an official scribe for his lordship, Yanas. 

While he wasn’t aware of it, it was the strange knight 
himself that had made this position available for him. Yanas 
had made sure not to influence Yan’s choice, he couldn’t 
have even if he wanted to, but he made sure to make the 
option available to Yan. 

The young scribe had received more than one offer, but 
this one was of particular interest to him. It would allow him 
to master his craft among the finest minds of the region, 
while the city would offer him infinite experiences for a 
heart like his. Yan had made up his mind and wanted to go. 
Now it was just a matter of sharing the news with his 
parents, and the notion made him anxious. Maybe they could 
come with me, he thought to himself. 

He was so focused on his thoughts that when he looked 
up he saw his house. He had reached his home in what 
seemed to be an instant. His heart got even heavier as if on 
the verge of stopping. He breathed deeply and opened the 
door. 

“Yan, I have been waiting for you, my dear boy,” Sarius 
welcomed him. 

“Dad—,” Yan tried to say. 

“Come sit next to me. We must talk,” Sarius said, not 
letting the boy speak. 

The young scribe entered the living room and sat next to 
his father on the main couch. 

“Yes, Father?” 

“Your mother and I have been discussing the matter for a 
long time now. Father Rudolf told us of the opportunity that 
has been offered to you—,” Sarius started. 

“T wanted to tell you about it... but—,” Yan tried to 
defend himself. 

“Listen, my boy,” Sarius said, stopping him. “Your mother 


and I believe that it’s the best thing that could have 
happened to you. . . We have been talking for a long time 
now...andI... we decided that you should accept it and 
go,” Sarius said heavily, but his eyes were filled with pride 
and joy for his son. 

“Thank you!” Yan couldn’t stop himself from exclaiming. 
His father had just taken a heavy load off his shoulders. Yan 
looked at his mother who was listening to them from a 
distance, and he saw her cry, at which sorrow took grip on 
the boy’s heart. “You could both come with me?” he said, 
looking at her. 

“No, my boy, we are too old and we are of Yvania. . . It is 
a thing you must do on your own and for yourself. Do it for 
us, Yan,” Sarius replied, with all his love and pride for him 
in his voice. 

“T shall, Father. I shall make you both proud. I promise,” 
Yan replied, with intensity in his look that showed his 
determination and his resolve in keeping that promise. 

Elizabeth, still crying, ran toward him and hugged him 
with all of her heart. “You have become a man, my boy,” she 
said. 

They spent the rest of the night planning Yan’s departure, 
and he had to promise his mother that he would write to her 
every day and tell her everything about his work, his life, 
and the big city—a promise she made him repeat at least a 
dozen times before the night was over. Yan went to bed and 
dreamed of the life that was awaiting him. He slept with a 
smile on his face, a smile that he thought would never leave 
him. 


Soel was still watching from the roof when Yan fell 
asleep, and deep inside of him, he was unable to hide his 
happiness for the boy. Soel would have to finally move. He 
would follow Yan to Caria and make sure nothing happened 
to him. 

While Yan was sleeping, the Angel of Power kept thinking 
of the past seventeen years, of how this boy had grown, and 
of how useless his presence had been. Soel started to believe 
that nothing could happen to Yan, and wasn’t even sure 
anymore that this assignment was proper for the Angel of 
Power. His place should be on the ground fighting the 
demons any way he knew of, but it had been decided 


otherwise a long time ago. He would never even think of 
doubting such a command—a command he was to realize all 
too soon just how right it was. 

The sun had risen and Yan was waking up when Soel 
noticed something different about this day. He couldn’t 
understand what had happened or what had changed, but all 
his being told him that something was different about this 
day. As he was seeking answers, he saw that Rothh had 
appeared in his spiritual form not far from where he was; the 
demons had also noticed the change. 
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Yan had marvelous dreams about his new life and woke 
up with a smile on his face. He couldn’t wait for his 
departure, which had been set three weeks from now. He felt 
overwhelmed with joy and a deep serenity about his self. He 
felt complete; the struggle that had been present in his heart 
for so many years now had vanished, resolved. He was 
finally able to leave and fulfill his dreams with the approval 
of his beloved parents. He got himself ready and went to 
have breakfast with his folks, as he always did. 

Smells of freshly baked breads assailed his senses in 
manners he never thought possible before. When he saw his 
mother preparing the table, it was as if he saw her for the 
first time. She looked marvelous and was the most beautiful 
woman he had ever seen, but something else was different. 
He felt for the first time as if he understood her completely, 
all of her fears and hopes. 

“Do not worry, Mother. I will never forget you and no one 
will ever be able to replace you.” Yan found himself saying 
these words with deep sincerity and honesty without 
knowing why. 

Elizabeth looked at him and was unable to stop herself 
from crying. It was as if her son had read her soul and 
answered each of her worries that had been hiding deep 
inside. As she listened to him, all of her doubts vanished as if 
they had never existed. She hugged him with all of her heart. 

Sarius entered the room and was surprised at the scene. 
“Are you still crying about the boy’s departure, woman?” he 
said mockingly. As Yan turned to look at his father, Sarius 
felt something he had never sensed before; he felt Yan’s 
power, and it was of such incredible intensity that he felt 
safe, completely safe from anything for the first time in his 


life. 

“J shall make you proud, Father. I shall come out 
victorious of anything life throws at me,” Yan said, with 
strength and a force so strong that Sarius was unable to 
doubt his words. 

“T know you will, Son... now I know,” Sarius replied. 

For the first time since he was born, Yan had with one 
look understood his father’s and mother’s worries and had 
answered all of them with his words and will. Yan for the 
first time had been able to open his mind and soul to the 
people around him, and he was able to overcome all of their 
doubts in an instant. 

“Today is a good day, my son, and it is the first day of 
your new life, the life you always wanted,” Sarius added, 
before telling them to start breakfast because he was 
starving. 

Yan was confused with what had happened; he didn’t 
understand why he never saw his parents in this manner 
before, but he welcomed the change. He had never felt closer 
to them. That is what it means to become a man, he thought to 
himself. He simply couldn’t think of any other explanation. 
He just accepted his change and was even more impatient to 
leave, to see the world with his new eyes. 

“You should talk to Father Rudolf today, Yan,” Sarius 
said, interrupting Yan’s thoughts. 

“That is a very good idea, Father,” he replied, before 
finishing his breakfast. 


Soel was still unable to determine what had changed, and 
his entire body started to boil with power. He felt that the 
time to act had come, and everything in him was singing in 
happiness and joy. It was as if his spirit had been freed from 
invisible chains, as if he were whole again, as if he had 
regained something he had forgotten he had lost. 

“My, my, what is going on, Soel, Angel of Power,” Anael 
asked, while appearing by his side. Soel did not answer and 
kept enjoying his newly acquired freedom. 

Anael soon realized the meaning of the Angel of Power’s 
silence. He started to feel the change. “What happened?” 
Anael asked, with a new light in his voice. 

“T do not know, Anael, but something is unusual,” Soel 
replied, and went back into his thoughts, trying to 


understand what was going on. 

“Tt cannot be—,” Anael tried to say. 

“Yes, we can feel his presence now. His soul is calling to 
us and it seeks knowledge.” 


My king, I must return to the Darklight Mountains at once, 
Yanas sent mentally to his king. 

I know, Yanas. I can feel it, too, Jirgar replied. 

I still cannot reach him—, Yanas tried to say. 

Neither can I, Yanas, but I can clearly feel his presence now. 
His soul is calling to us, to all of us, angels, demons, and 
champions, and it demands knowledge, Jirgar said, with 
growing will. He took a moment to regain his composure 
and added, A call we have to answer. 

Yes, my lord, all of my being is screaming for me to go there, 
Yanas confirmed. 

I shall meet you there, Yanas, while everybody else shall hold 
their position . . . The time is coming . . . It is finally coming, 
Yanas. 


“Can you feel it, master?” Farozz asked Rothh who was 
still in disbelief of what was going on. 

“Yes ... The soul of the boy is calling us,” Rothh replied. 
“Tt is demanding knowledge.” 

“What are we to do, master?” 

“T shall go inform the Fallen Angel. Do nothing until I 
come back.” 

“Yes, master,” Farozz affirmed, as Rothh was 
disappearing. 


Yan had finished breakfast and was on his way to see 
Father Rudolf. He wanted to tell him of the good news and 
see him with his new eyes. As he was marching, he had the 
impression that he was discovering the road he had walked 
so many times for the first time. Everything looked more 
beautiful, and for once in his life, he felt as if he belonged. 
The solitude that has been his companion for so long had 
vanished. He perceived himself as part of everything around 


him, and the deep joy that this feeling brought him made his 
soul call for more without his knowledge. 

The call was so extreme that even Soel had difficulties 
resisting it. A determination Farozz lacked. The demon 
simply couldn’t oppose it any longer; he had to answer and 
talk to the boy. He had so much to share with him, and 
Farozz was more than willing to communicate his knowledge 
of the underworld with Yan. 

Disregarding Rothh’s commands, Farozz decided to get 
closer to the young boy and to try the unthinkable: to take a 
human form right next to him. The vile beast was but a few 
feet away when he tried to assume a human form. Any other 
time it would have been an impossible task, but today was 
not like any other. 

Farozz succeeded in his attempt to his surprise and 
decided to meet the young man. 

Soel, still amazed at the sight, wanted to do the same 
thing but was suddenly stopped by Anael. “Don’t! This 
demon is a fool. Watch,” he quickly said with authority. 

“Forgive me, young man, but you might be able to help 
me,” Farozz said, having taken the form of a middle-aged 
man, his words filled with promises of knowledge. 

Yan was startled when he heard the man’s voice. “I didn’t 
see you come,” he said, surprised by the man’s presence. “Of 
course, how can I be of help?” 

“T am looking for the way to the town hall. Could you 
direct me to it? I am not from this town and I appear to be 
lost,” Farozz said, his words filled with false wisdoms in 
order to awaken Yan’s interest. 

Yan took a long look at the man, and while he always 
liked to talk to travelers and hear their stories, something 
was amiss about this man. All he could perceive emanating 
from this traveler was pure intent, an intent that had nothing 
to do with the meaning of his words or his behavior, an 
intent he was unable to comprehend. “I am afraid you are 
going the wrong way. It is not far from here, but in the other 
direction,” he said, while pointing south toward the town 
hall. 

“Oh my, I guess I will have to retrace my steps . . . This 
city is so different from all the others I have been to,” he 
said, and this time he added a touch of evil in his tone. 

Yan felt uneasy and did not like the way the words of the 
man resonated in his mind. “How so?” he said, with a voice 
showing his discomfort. 


“Oh, in so many ways. The people here are so much nicer 
than in any other city and the structures are not as well 
taken care of as in this town,” he replied with gentleness, but 
his words were imbued with hidden disgust and hatred for 
humans altogether. “People are just so lazy, you know,” he 
added with sorrow, his idiom filled with even more hidden 
hatred. 

Farozz wanted to submerge Yan’s soul with all of his spite 
for the human race. 

The young man was listening to the man’s words, and 
while he appeared to be a normal man in appearance with 
real sorrow on his face, he could feel that his intent was 
elsewhere, and he could sense that something hidden and 
darker than anything he had perceived before was 
emanating from this man. The more he stayed in the 
traveler’s company, the more his being cried out loud to 
make him stop. 

“T am sure people have many flaws, but overcoming these 
flaws is what makes man so great, and Yvania is no different 
from any other town in this aspect.” Yan found he was 
answering with such confidence in his voice that the 
darkness emanating from the man went away. 

Farozz, clearly unhappy about the easiness at which the 
boy’s soul rejected whatever he was trying to tell it, said, “I 
can only tell you of what I know and of what I have 
experienced.” His words were charged with all the horrors 
humans were capable of for Yan’s soul to see. “I have lived 
long and know much... , dear boy,” he added, intensifying 
his evil and trying to reach the boy’s soul, forever soiling it. 

Yan sensed an incredible darkness overtake him, as if he 
were being plunged into the abyss. He felt a severe pain in 
his stomach and was ready to fall on the ground, to scream 
in agony when it all disappeared as if it had never existed. 
The darkness vanished, the pain, and its memory with it. He 
looked at the man, who was in disbelief in what had just 
taken place, and whispered to him, “Enough,” upon which 
Farozz disappeared without leaving a trace. Yan went back 
on his way to see Father Rudolf without any recollection of 
having ever met Farozz and of anything he had said or done. 


xk Kk O* 


Everything that Farozz was, everything that he had ever 
said, everything that he had ever done, any trace of his 


existence had vanished as if he had never been created. The 
heinous creature’s existence had been erased from creation 
and from the memories of all. Only the highest angels and 
demons had retained a memory of his creation and were 
aware to never repeat the mistake that had taken place. 
Farozz had tried to interfere with Yan’s soul’s natural process 
of learning and choosing, and that had been forbidden for as 
long as the oldest of them could remember. Soel looked at 
Anael, as Yan was walking as if nothing had happened, in 
utter disbelief. 

“Aren’t you glad I stopped you, my old friend?” Anael 
sarcastically said to Soel. 

They were both among the highest of the celestial beings, 
Anael, Keeper of Knowledge, and Soel, Keeper of Power. 

“What did just happen?” Soel couldn’t stop himself from 
asking. 

“You almost erased your existence . . . I would have 
missed you!” Anael replied, with amusement in his voice. 

“What are we to do then?” 

“Talk when spoken to, my dear friend,” Anael said, before 
insisting, “and only when spoken to.” 

Anael made sure that Soel acknowledged _ the 
consequences of failing to do so. 

“Tt is understood, Anael,” the Angel of Power replied in 
such an assertive way that Anael had no doubt about Soel’s 
decision and resolution to never fail to do so. 

“T am sure your lord already knew that, didn’t he... 
Rothh?” Anael shouted toward where Rothh was. 

The beast from the abyss had been hidden in the shadows, 
watching everything that had happened. 

“Indeed, Anael,” he replied, before disappearing to report 
to the Archfiend of what had taken place. This was going to 
make things a bit more difficult for all of them. 
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Yan had reached the temple where Father Rudolf had 
taught him all he knew about scribing and of the way of the 
land. He was impatient to see him and converse with him. 
He opened the door of the old sanctuary and entered the 
dimly lighted hall. It was a big place, with large beautifully 
designed stained glass windows made mostly of blue and 
yellow colors. Most of them depicted the main events of the 
history of men; that is, all but one. It was all the way in the 


back, behind where the priest would preach to the followers. 
It depicted the rise of a mighty fighter above all others: the 
rise of the One King. Yan was always impressed by its 
beauty, and always took a second to admire its craft. Today 
was no exception, aside from the fact that, on this day, he 
felt pride and hope while looking. 

“Father Rudolf!” Yan called out. 

He heard the echoes of clumsy footsteps, and saw the 
good priest coming down the stairs to exclaim, “Yan! What a 
pleasant surprise!” 

“T have news I need to share with you, good Priest,” Yan 
said, realizing just how beautiful Rudolf’s soul was. 

The young one had spent many years with Rudolf, but it 
was the first time that he was able to perceive him. Yan 
sensed an incredible dignity and integrity emanating from 
the pious priest. He was also able to feel his pains and hopes, 
and the incredible struggle that his life had been. He felt 
humbled by the experience. 

“T never realized the magnitude of your sacrifices for the 
well-being of others, kind Priest,” Yan said, with true love 
and gratitude in his voice. “I shall honor your teachings by 
my way of life, good Priest,” he added, his voice filled with 
respect. 

Rudolf didn’t understand what was happening; he had 
never met this Yan before, and he had never felt that way. 
Rudolf sensed all of his pains and suffering disappear; he 
felt, at that instant, that all his sacrifices had not been made 
in vain. 

“Thank you, dear boy, your words are food for my soul,” 
he said, before taking him in his arms. “You have grown to 
be a man of exception, dear Yan,” he added, his heart filled 
with admiration for the man the boy had become. 

“T have good news. I am to go to Caria in three weeks,” he 
said joyfully. 

Rudolf was unable to hide his joy. “Yes!” he exclaimed, 
and hugged Yan. “That is why you are so different today!” 
Rudolf said, trying to convince himself that it was the reason 
for this new behavior. He still couldn’t accept how Yan had 
been able to touch his soul and heal it of all its pains in just 
a few words. 

“It must be, good Priest!” Yan said, not able to think of 
any other reason. “I have noticed that I have become more 
aware of my surroundings and of the people around me. For 
some reason I can feel their pains and hopes without them 


even having to talk to me. I must be growing up,” he said 
jokingly. 

Rudolf took time to ponder what Yan had just said. Could 
it be that Yan had awakened to the will after all? 

“Tell me, my boy, can you link your mind to mine?” he 
asked and, not having the patience to wait for an answer, 
quickly added, “The way knights and kings can? Or can you 
channel the land’s will the way a priest can?” He knew that 
any of these options could answer the changes Yan 
underwent. 

“As you know, Father, I have never truly grasped what 
you taught me of the way of the land, for I have been 
shielded from it my entire life. Maybe if you were to explain 
it to me one more time with my new ‘eyes,’ I might be able 
to answer you,” the young man said with humility. 

“You might indeed,” Rudolf replied. “Let us go to my 
study and talk of the way of the land with a good cup of 
tea.” 

As they were going to the study, Yan could sense the 
excitement his new behavior had brought to Rudolf. He felt 
as if he belonged with him and the people in general for the 
first time in his life. It was as if he were part of the world 
Rudolf tried so many times to teach him about, the world 
ruled by the way of the land and the will of its king. Yan 
hoped it was so; it would be something he had always 
wanted even if he never showed it. 

They spent a good five hours in Rudolf’s study, talking 
about the way of the land. The avid listener, for the first 
time in all these years, understood what the good priest was 
talking about, and all the books he had read took on a new 
meaning. Yan was not only able to grasp the way of the land, 
but he was also able to perceive it all around him. He could 
now attune himself to the land and its people. He could feel 
the presence of the will all over him and around him. 

“I believe I can answer your question now, brave Priest.” 

“You have always been bright, Yan,” Rudolf replied, with 
obvious impatience to hear what Yan was about to say. 

“Now that I am aware of its presence, I can use the will as 
a knight and king would, and I can also channel it as a priest 
would. I have always been able to do so, but I was unaware 
of its presence. Once I gained knowledge of it, it no longer 
had any secret for me.” What am I, good Priest? he mentally 
asked Rudolf, not knowing the answer to this question. 

Rudolf’s face became pale. I do not know, dear boy. You are 


something that has never existed before, he replied mentally. 

“T must seek the answer to this question,” Yan said 
gravely. “My entire being demands it.” 

Rudolf could not but notice the saddened look of Yan. “I 
am sorry if I caused you sorrow, my boy, but I can only tell 
you of what I know and no more,” he said with sincerity. 

“Worry not, you have helped me greatly. While I am not 
closer to finding out why I am unique, I have learned much 
today of the way of the land and of the will. Your personal 
experience has also allowed me to look at life and humanity 
in a different way. I am saddened by the weakness of the 
hearts of men and their actions, but their faith and their 
determination to better themselves bring joy and peace to 
my heart. I thank you, good Priest, for you have brought me 
closer to humanity today,” Yan said with humility. 

“You are welcome, dear boy, and will always be. You 
brought peace to my heart and soul today, and for that I 
shall ever be in your debt,” Rudolf said, while bowing his 
head. 

“I must go, Priest Rudolph. There is so much I must learn; 
there is so much I must do now that I know of and can use 
the will. I bid you farewell and shall see you soon, good 
man,” he ended, while waving his hand to the old man. 

Soel was amazed at what Yan had achieved in such a 
short amount of time; he had learned of the way of the land, 
of the will, and how to use it in less than a half day, and was 
already skilled at it as if he had always practiced it. Yan was 
truly unique and a soul like he had never met before. He 
wondered how much longer Yan would need before his soul 
reached the age of reason. At this rate, it couldn’t take too 
long, he told himself. 

He also wondered what role he would play in its 
awakening, a question that did not remain unanswered for 
long. 

“You know, I can feel your presence, don’t you?” Yan 
said, while walking back to his house. 

Soel, still in his spiritual form, could not have imagined 
that the question was intended for him and remained silent 
while looking around for any presence. He saw no one. He 
must be using the will and talking to someone mentally, he 
thought. 

“T am talking to you,” Yan said, looking straight at Soel, 
without being able to see him. “Are you an angel or a 
demon?” The existence of angels and demons had always 


been present in common folklores, but what he had learned 
today from Rudolf was that their existence was more than 
that. 

Rudolf had shared all of his knowledge through the will 
with Yan, and all the stories of how a unique, exceptionally 
skilled channeller was able to reach beings of a different 
plane than this one. 

“I can only sense the incredible power that emanates from 
you, a power that could be good or evil,” he added. 

Soel simply could not believe that Yan was talking to him, 
and, yet, here he was asking him questions. The young man 
was not supposed to be able to sense his presence when he 
was in his spiritual form, even if he was a gifted will user. 
He didn’t even know if he could hear him if he were to 
answer. 

“T am Soel, Keeper of Power, angel of heaven,” he said, 
not knowing if Yan could hear him. 

“Why does an angel follow me, Soel?” 

Soel had his answer; Yan could hear him loud and clear. 

“It is my duty, Yan. It has been decided so a long time 
ago.” 

“How so? Why am I so special?” Yan asked, with clear 
determination in obtaining an answer in his voice. 

“T am afraid I cannot answer this question,” Soel replied, 
knowing very well what would happen to him if he were to 
interfere with the natural process of Yan’s soul. 

“And I am afraid I need an answer, Soel, angel of heaven,” 
Yan insisted with authority. 

Soel looked at Yan in disbelief, not only was he able to 
sense him and hear him, but he was also giving him orders. 

“Answer me, angel.” 

Soel did not say a word. 

Faced with silence, Yan grew angry—an anger Soel could 
not ignore. Yan’s entire being became filled with will and 
power so potent that Soel was unable to resist the incredible 
presence of Yan. The young man overwhelmed the angel’s 
spiritual form and completely covered him with his will, 
something that had never happened before. 

“Answer me, angel!” 

Soel could hear his words resonating all over his being 
with such determination and might that he was unable to 
resist the will of Yan. Soel opened himself to the boy and 
shared all that he knew with him in an instant. The angel 
found himself free of the young man’s influence and was 


looking at Yan in disbelief. The boy had survived the 
experience. 

It was unconceivable for Soel that a man would be able to 
receive so much knowledge and not die in the process. And 
yet, Yan was standing where he was with his eyes closed. 
Soel had just shared with him all that he knew of the 
heavens, and all that he knew of Yan. And, to his surprise, 
the young man survived. It must be part of the natural process 
of his soul, he thought to himself. 

“Tt must have been indeed, Soel, Keeper of Power, and 
angel of heaven,” Yan said, before linking himself to him in a 
way only angels could. 

The young man made Soel aware of his gratitude for 
watching over him and for all he had done during his 
existence. The angel’s entire being began to sing in approval 
and admiration before Yan. Soel felt free and complete in a 
way he had forgotten possible. The Keeper of Power was 
unable to understand what was happening to him. 

“Who am I to decide the doom or the salvation of this 
land and its people, angel?” Yan asked, obviously not having 
found the answer he was seeking. 

“T am afraid I do not know the answer you seek, Yan.” 

“Maybe you do, Rothh,” Yan said to Rothh, who was 
hiding in the shadows not far away. 

Rothh appeared and replied, “I might have the answer 
you seek, human. And I would gladly share all that I know 
with you if it is indeed your wish.” Rothh hoped to feed the 
man’s soul with all of his evil. 

“Tt is my wish indeed, demon.” 

At which Soel interjected, “Yan! You—” 

Before he could finish, the boy affirmed, “It is my wish, 
angel!” 

Soel understood that he was not to interfere with Yan’s 
request. He was not to interfere in Yan’s soul’s natural 
process. The boy’s will had increased tenfold after his merger 
with the angel of heaven. The young man looked at the 
creature of hell and started his process of acquiring new 
knowledge. He easily overwhelmed Rothh’s powers and 
erased any resistance the beast had or could have had. Rothh 
shared all he knew in an instant with Yan. All of his evil was 
fed to the hungry soul, an evil so intense and so dark that 
Yan became enraged, and all of his being called for blood 
and revenge. Raw power with only one purpose, to destroy, 
was now emanating from Yan. 


The power was so forceful that Rothh could not oppose it, 
or even think of opposing it. The demon felt defenseless in 
front of such might, a feeling he had only felt once; it was in 
the presence of the Fallen One. 

“You do not have the answer I seek, demon!” Yan shouted 
with all of his rage and anger toward Rothh, the Destroyer, 
and demon of hell. 

Yan was overwhelmed with all the knowledge he had 
acquired in so little time. He had learned all of Rudolf’s, 
Soel’s, and Rothh’s knowledge—knowledge that could not be 
acquired by any man, even if he had a thousand lifetimes. 
He was now aware of heaven, hell, and Earth. He understood 
everything that linked them and everything that drove them 
apart. In his search, Yan had overestimated his strength and 
was now overcome with all that information he had 
acquired. 

His entire being was now chaotic by the internal struggle 
to determine which side he was to choose. He felt as if he 
belonged to the three worlds while not belonging to any of 
them. He was unable to determine which was his. “I need to 
find the answer I seek!” Yan yelled with all of his might 
before he collapsed. 

Rothh disappeared into the shadows; he had to report to 
the Angel of Darkness right away. 

Soel stood still for a few minutes, trying to figure out 
what had just taken place, but to no use. He just couldn’t 
figure it out. He took a human form and picked up Yan to 
carry him to his home where he placed him in the care of his 
parents. 


“What has happened, Soel?” Anael asked. 

“You know all that I know of the event, Anael. I have no 
answers for you.” 

“It will take time before he comes back to his self, if he 
ever does,” Anael said gravely. 

“T couldn’t interfere with his path, Anael.”. 

“It is good you didn’t, Soel . . . I would have missed you, 
old friend,” he replied without his usual sarcasm. 

Soel then knew that the times ahead were uncertain and 
grim. 


My king—, Yanas tried to say. 

I know, Yanas, I have sensed it, too. Yan’s consciousness is 
elsewhere, Jirgar interrupted Yanas. I think I know where he 
went, and I have no way of reaching him. 

Yes, my king, I can still sense him, fighting, in another realm. 
It is the same as when you became king of the One Land, my 
lord. 

He is in nothingness, Jirgar said. Maybe Anael can reach 
him. He hoped. 

We must find a way of reaching him and bringing him back. If 
he were to remain in this state, the war will go on for all of 
eternity. 

I know, Yanas, we will find a way. Worry not, Jirgar 
acknowledged abruptly and broke the link. 

Yanas pushed his horse harder. Maybe being close to 
Yan’s body might allow him to reach his consciousness. He 
had done it once the day he was born, and he intended to do 
it again. 


“Anael,” Jirgar called. 

“T cannot reach him, Good King,” Anael quickly replied. 
“He must allow me in for me to reach him; he must call for 
me or there is nothing I can do.” 

“Will he?” 

“He is aware of my existence and knows that I am the 
Keeper of Knowledge. He will eventually call for me. I just 
hope he will do so before he calls anyone else for the answer 
he seeks,” he replied with true worry. 

“Yanas is on his way to the boy. Maybe he will be able to 
reach him in time,” Jirgar said, looking for confirmation 
from Anael. 

“He has done it before and has abilities that are unique to 
his nature. He might be able to do so again. In the 
meantime, Good King, Soel will keep watch over Yan’s body 
and family. The barrier that has protected them for so long 
has been broken; they are now vulnerable to the influence of 
the demons.” 

“TI am also on my way, and no demon shall bring harm to 
them under my watch. I can still sense the boy, and I am 
sure I will be able to help him find strength in resolving his 
internal struggle,” Jirgar affirmed. “We are closing in on the 


Dark Order; we might be able to learn of their intentions and 
find information concerning Yan,” he added in a hopeful 
tone. 

“T shall inform you of anything that I learn, Good King,” 
Anael simply replied, before taking his leave. 


kK ke O* 


“It is done, my master,” Rothh said to the Archfiend. 

“Has the boy taken everything you had to offer him?” 

“Yes, my master, as you said he would.” 

“Increase the frequency of the attacks, and inform the 
Dark Order that it is time for their leader to rise. He must go 
at once to Yvania, where I shall contact him personally,” the 
Angel of Darkness commanded. 

“It shall be done, my master,” Rothh replied and 
disappeared into the shadows. 

“The time for my ascension has come. I shall not allow 
anything or anyone to stand in my path. Tell Rassid that he 
will soon have to act, and failing in his task will mean 
eternal suffering to the eternal obscurity.” 

“Tt shall be done, my master,” Ruthu’ul whispered before 
vanishing. 


Yan, with his parents by his bedside, was laying 
unconscious. His body was there, but his mind was in 
another realm where, by the sounds of his heavy breaths and 
the numerous sweats drops on his body, he was fighting the 
most important battle of his life—a battle that was to decide 
the fate of all humanity. 


The Dark Chapter 


Weeks had passed by and Yan’s state hadn’t changed. The 
king of Osaria and Yanas were now by his side. They tried 
everything they could to reach his mind, but to no avail. 
Yanas could perceive Yan fighting for his sanity. He and the 
boy had a special bond since his birth; their souls were 
linked in ways that even Anael couldn’t understand, and 
Yanas himself didn’t quite understand. And yet, Yan did not 
respond to the knight’s callings. I will have to try harder, 
Yanas kept telling himself, until he could reach the boy. 
There were no other options. 

In the meantime, the activities of the demons had 
increased, making it impossible for the people of the land 
and their lords to do anything else but survive. They were 
now living day by day, hoping that the next morning would 
not bring new disasters, or worse, that they would awake 
insane, having lost their minds under some new calamity. 

In the town of Rotan, Jeanne and Jeannette had been 
actively working toward the rise of the Dark Order without 
any interference. Alonzo had passed away a few weeks ago 
of natural causes, and the gifted girl had taken over his 
church, Rotan’s temple of worship. Jeanne was now able to 
unleash her full potential without having to worry about 
being discovered. 

Soran and his men were actively looking for her order all 
over the region, but they were no match for their skills; they 
were simply unable to uncover the true identity of any of the 
members. 

Only Alonzo had posed a threat to Jeanne, not because he 
could discover her, but because he could sense the 
disturbance in nature that each of her actions created—a 


threat that had disappeared with his passing and with 
Jeannette’s coming. 

The town of Rotan had changed a lot during these 
seventeen years. Its people had become bitter and relentless; 
its land harsh and unwelcoming. Rotan had been the witness 
to many natural disasters, and each time the people thought 
the worst was over, a new disaster hit them and washed 
away their hopes. Jeanne had done a great job; the people of 
Rotan were ready to break and give in to any power, even 
demonic, if it could make things better, even if it were for a 
short time. 

These events in the town of Rotan were not isolated. 
Similar “disturbances” were happening all over Cartagia, and 
each time a member of the Dark Order was behind it, 
without the threat of discovery. However, Jeanne was the 
most successful of her order. 

She was the first to have accomplished the task of 
convincing an entire village to turn toward evil for answers. 
Jeanne knew she would soon be able to channel the will of a 
higher demon into the land, and soon she would be able to 
call on the most powerful demons of hell. She couldn’t wait 
for this moment to happen; the time for revenge had arrived. 

“Tomorrow, we shall bring devastation to this land and 
avenge our ancestors,” Jeanne said. 

“T will not be able to cover such an event from the 
probing minds, you know that, don’t you?” Jeannette 
answered, a little worried. 

“You won’t have to, dear Jeannette. No one will be able to 
stop us once the link is created. They are so busy fighting the 
influences of the fiends that when they realize what I am 
doing, it will be too late to prevent it,” she added with a 
grin. 

“Do not underestimate Soran’s might, for he will strike as 
soon as he feels the channelling of the demon,” Jeannette 
said, with growing uncertainties. 

“Even the great Knight Soran won’t be able to stop me 
once a demon of power has been channeled; no one can,” 
she replied with no doubt in her voice. “I just hope that my 
body will be strong enough to allow the creature of eternal 
fire enough time to open a gate to hell in this very town,” 
she added, looking at her aged body. 

“You can always use my strength if needed,” Jeannette 
affirmed with more composure in her tone. 

“T hope I won’t have to, dear Jeannette. You are the future 


of the order in this part of the region. If I were to die in the 
process, you will have to continue the battle. We must 
succeed,” she replied solemnly. 

“We will never rest until we avenge our ancestors, and 
restore the truth,” she replied with greatness in her eyes. 

Jeanne took her daughter’s hands and looked at her with 
pride and love. As they were deep in their thoughts of the 
coming victory, they were interrupted by knocking on their 
door. 

“Who can that be?” Jeanne asked. 

“Probably another fool looking for guidance and 
explanations during these harsh times,” Jeannette replied, 
having dealt with similar requests on a daily basis. 

She always loved to guide those poor souls. She would 
teach them the way of the land, making sure they got closer 
to the evil ways while believing it to be the right path. 

Jeannette opened the door and saw an old man who could 
barely stay up on his own feet. He was not of Rotan. It was 
the first time she saw him, and she was surprised that such 
an old man could travel at his advanced age. 

“Yes, good man?” Jeannette asked. 

“Forgive me to disturb you at such a late time, but I am in 
need of your help, good Priestess,” the old man said, seeking 
guidance. 

“Please come in. All people are welcome in the house of 
worship, and at any time of day or night,” Jeannette replied, 
happy of having a new soul to turn. 

“I will be on my way then, I do not wish to intrude,” 
Jeanne said, while standing up 

“T will see you later, Mother,” Jeannette replied. 

“Oh, you are her mother? You must be very proud of her,” 
the old man said. 

“Oh indeed, she has been of great help to everyone in this 
village and especially to me. I do not know what I would 
have done without her,” Jeanne answered honestly. 

“You may stay if you wish. I am sure that I can speak in 
front of you. Only a great woman could have raised a child 
like Jeannette,” the old man said, showing that he was not 
without charms during his youth—a charm that Jeanne 
enjoyed. 

“Oh, you flatter me! Well, I would enjoy that. I always 
take pride in watching my daughter’s doings,” she replied. 
“If that is acceptable to you, Priestess Jeannette?” she added 
with a smile. 


“Well, if it doesn’t bother this good sir, then it doesn’t me, 
Mother,” she replied, returning her smile. 

“For the matter that I need your assistance in, I am sure 
that the two of you will not be too many,” the old man said 
heavily. 

“Please come and take a seat, good man,” Jeannette said. 
“Can I get you anything? Maybe a warm cup of tea?” 

“Oh, I would be grateful if you did,” he answered. 

“Very well, Mister... ?” Jeannette asked. 

“Jaffaz, the name is Jaffaz,” he said feebly. 

“Very well, Mister Jaffaz, one hot tea,” Jeannette replied 
with a smile and left to get the tea. 

“Where do you come from, Jaffaz?” Jeanne asked. 

“T come from Cartas. I arrived this morning. It was a very 
long trip. It is not easy to travel at my age,” he said with no 
hesitation in his voice. 

“Oh please, you still look so young,” Jeanne answered 
with a smile. 

“There is no point in denying my age. I am too old for 
that!” Jaffaz replied with humor, at which Jeanne laughed. 

“So, why did you come to Rotan? We have very few 
travelers, you know,” Jeanne said. 

“For a personal matter. My ancestors were from Rotan, 
and I always wanted to die in the town of my forefathers,” 
he replied. 

“To die? Nonsense, you still have many years ahead of 
you,” Jeanne exclaimed. 

“May your words be true, good woman,” he replied. 

“What was the name of your ancestors?” 

“Farbury,” he simply replied. 

“Farbury . . . I know that name. They were traders and 
they left Rotan more than a hundred years ago, if I am not 
mistaken?” Jeanne said. 

“Indeed, they left Rotan when their trades were no longer 
sufficient to feed their children. He was my grandfather.” 

“Marge and Kiran Farbury still live in Rotan. They are 
good people and always have been,” Jeanne said, not being 
able to hide her curiosity. 

“Indeed, they were two brothers, only one of them left 
while the other one stayed in this good town,” Jaffaz replied. 
“T always wanted to see the land we came from, and I 
promised myself that I would be buried in it,” he added, not 
hiding his sentiments. “When we grow old, these things start 
to matter for some reason.” 


“I know what you mean, Jaffaz. I could not imagine 
myself living anywhere else,” Jeanne said. “Did you visit 
your relatives here?” 

“Not yet, but I shall do so tomorrow. I wanted to see the 
priest of Rotan first.” 

“Oh ... it must be an important matter indeed. Where are 
you staying?” 

“T am staying with the Karingsins. They have been kind 
enough to rent me a room in their beautiful house,” he 
replied. 

“They have always been so kind, and they are marvelous 
hosts,” Jeanne said. 

She was unable to sense anything coming from the old 
man that would lead her to doubt any of his words. All she 
could perceive was an old man trying to fulfill his wishes 
before he passed away. There was nothing extraordinary 
about him, except his personal charms that hinted at his 
success with the opposite sex during his early life. 

Jeannette came back and served them hot tea and sweets. 

“How can I be of assistance, Jaffaz?” Jeannette asked. 

“As I was telling your mother, a charming woman I must 
say, I intend on coming back to Rotan to spend the 
remaining days of my life. My grandfather was from this 
town and I wish to be buried here,” he replied, while taking 
a sip of hot tea. 

“It is good that you do so. The link between the land and 
its people must be preserved and cherished,” she answered 
with wisdom of the way of the land in her voice. 

“Indeed, but before I do so, I wanted to ask you about the 
recent events that took place in this good town. I must tell 
you that while I strongly wish to come back and remain 
here, I am a bit reticent, for I do not think I could survive the 
harshness of this land. The Karingsins have been telling me 
of all that has happened in the past months, even weeks, and 
I must tell you it is not something we have seen in Cartas. At 
least not of this magnitude,” he said with a worried look on 
his face. 

Jeannette, feigning empathy, took the old man’s hands 
and replied, “I understand your worries, good Jaffaz. The 
harshness of the weather we had to endure is not something 
that could be disregarded by someone of your age.” 

Jaffaz looked at her and smiled. Warmth could be seen on 
his face. He took a deep breath and said, “Indeed, and now I 
find myself in a dilemma. While I strongly wish to come 


back to Rotan, I am scared to do so. I have come to seek 
guidance from the most apt person, the priestess of Rotan. 
Only you can help me decide, for no one knows the way of 
the land, especially of this land, better than you.” 

“You flatter me, Jaffaz. I am indeed well attuned to this 
land and understand it better than anyone. But I must tell 
you that even I do not fully understand what has been 
happening. The land shows no signs of disturbance, and yet, 
it can be seen everywhere. We live in very troubling times 
indeed.” 

“But surely you must have an explanation?” 

Jeannette always liked this part of her duties. People 
would always come to seek her guidance to better 
understand what was happening. They sought her guidance 
to help them reinforce their beliefs in the way of the land. 
And Jeannette was always ready to do so. She indeed had 
the answers, but she never shared them with the people. She 
would always guide them toward rejecting the way of the 
land while preaching its values. She had become very skilled 
at doing so, and she enjoyed doing it very much each time. 

“I do indeed, good man,” Jeannette replied, hiding her 
joy. 

She was about to plant the seeds of deception in this poor 
man. Jeanne was watching her with pride—a pride that 
appeared to be for her daughter’s ability to help others, but 
in reality, she shared the same joy as her daughter when a 
soul was being directed toward the path of deception and 
lies. 

Jeannette started explaining the way of the land to the old 
man. She knew that he probably had met a lot of priests, and 
she had to be careful to sound like them, which she did. Her 
teachings didn’t differ much from that of other clerics; it was 
only different in the way it was used, the context, the 
meaning. Even the other priests could see no flaw in her 
words. The differences they were able to perceive were seen 
as “personal touches,” touches that had been necessary for 
the Order of the Faith to remain in contact with the new 
generations. No one could have imagined that this personal 
touch of Jeannette was in fact the ground on which the seeds 
of lies were planted. Seeds that took time to grow, but once 
they did, they would inevitably lead to perdition. 

“So you see, dear Jaffaz, the land is following its natural 
process. While the rise of the One King brought an end to 
conflicts, the land itself must go on with its natural process. 


The will of the land is independent of that of the people, and 
even of that of the king,” Jeannette concluded her sermon. 

Jeanne was sitting right next to her and knew of her 
daughter’s true intentions, and yet, was unable to perceive 
any false doing in her words. She was so proud of her 
daughter. 

“IT must say that you have been of great help, good 
Priestess. It all makes sense now,” Jaffaz answered honestly. 
“Your explanation of the recent events was in accordance to 
the way of the land; it was flawless, I must admit.” 

Jeanne and Jeannette looked at each other surprised at 
the way Jaffaz was speaking. 

“What do you mean, good man?” Jeanne asked, startled 
by his behavior. 

“There was no flaw in your explanation and in your 
reasoning. It was in perfect harmony with the teachings of 
the land. I see that the lessons of Father Fernand did not go 
to waste,” he replied, at which Jeanne and Jeannette’s faces 
became pale. “However, while your reasoning is in 
accordance to the way of the land, it is not with the will of 
your king.” The old man paused. 

“The king is chosen by the land, my dear misguided child, 
and has become the land’s representative to all of the people. 
The king and the land are one,” he said, as a priest would 
who was confronted with a misguided soul that had taken 
the wrong path. 

“To disassociate the land and its people and its king is a 
grave mistake that can lead people to have the wrong beliefs 
and to turn to the wrong side,” he added gravely, with every 
one of his words filled with the true wisdom of the way of 
the land—a wisdom that Jaffaz had no equal in. 

“If the people were to hypothetically turn to the path of 
evil, the land in turn would become another hell... as I am 
sure you knew,” he added to them both, no longer hiding the 
fact that he had seen clearly through their lies. 

“Who are you?” Jeannette said with fear in her voice, 
realizing that she had been unable to blur the old man’s 
mind for even a second, as she had done with Alonzo for so 
long. 

“More importantly, how did you know?” Jeanne asked. 

“You have underestimated good old Priest Alonzo,” he 
replied. “He had written a letter to the leader of the Order of 
Faith, Charian, before he died. In this letter he explained to 
him that he had been sensing some strange occurrences in 


Rotan but was unable to understand their origins. His mental 
abilities had greatly diminished over time. He at first 
thought it to be due to his old age, but he noticed that his 
weaknesses were especially accentuated during a natural 
occurrence. He would feel old and be unable to attune 
himself to the land, during and after the natural event. 
However, his abilities would come back to normal afterward. 
It took poor Alonzo a long time before he realized it, and it 
took him even longer to suspect you, Jeannette, his pupil. It 
was with a lot of reticence before he could write the letter to 
Charian and tell him of his doubts about another priest. I 
decided to come personally, for if a member of the Dark 
Order had indeed been able to deceive a man such as Alonzo 
while living with him, this person must have been extremely 
skilled in the way of the land and in the art of hiding his true 
self. An art Iam a master at,” he replied with a smile, before 
adding, “I am Jaffaz, leader of the secret Order of the Faith, 
at the service of the land and its king, Jirgar.” He bowed 
down his head slightly. 

Jeanne and Jeannette couldn’t believe their ears and eyes. 
This old man sitting in front of them had been deceiving 
them all this time, and they were unable to sense anything 
coming from him. He was truly a master at the art. They 
could have learned so much from such a man; they would 
have been ready to kill to have such a man join them. 
However, they needed to act fast and now. 

“Have you come alone, old man?” Jeanne asked, while 
regaining her composure. 

“T have indeed,” Jaffaz replied. 

“T am afraid that wasn’t prudent, old man,” she replied. 

Before Jeanne even finished her words, Jeannette dashed 
over to pick up a dagger that was in the first drawer of a 
table near the door. The blade in her hands, she looked at 
Jaffaz, who had no doubts about her intentions. As she was 
charging toward him, Jaffaz did not move; he simply closed 
his eyes. Jaffaz’s entire body became numb. It was as if his 
consciousness had disappeared. Jeannette fell dead on the 
ground. Jeanne ran toward her daughter’s corpse and 
screamed in pain and despair. 

“Criminal!” she yelled at Jaffaz, while crying. 

Such is the will of his king, a voice echoed in Jeanne’s head. 
Jeanne stopped crying and froze. Jaffaz was a true master. 

He had been not only hiding his true self, but also the 
presence of his king, who had been with him this entire time 


—a thing Jeanne didn’t know possible. 

When Jeannette rushed toward him, the king took over 
Jaffaz’s body and struck her with his will. She had no chance 
of surviving the blow. 

“You should kill me as well! You will get nothing from 
me!” Jeanne yelled at Jaffaz. 

“T am afraid you have no say in the matter, misguided 
child,” Jaffaz answered, at which point Jirgar took over 
Jeanne’s mind. 

The king completely overwhelmed her spirit, leaving her 
no possibility to hide her thoughts and memories from him. 
She fought him the entire time with all of her knowledge and 
determination, but he was too powerful for her. 

Jirgar would normally never do such a thing. Indeed, 
imposing his will in this manner would inevitably lead to the 
person’s death. 

He simply broke whatever defenses she had with no 
regards to what it would do to her sanity or life. 

Not to discover what she knew was too great of a gamble. 
He simply didn’t have that luxury, and he was running out of 
time. 

The more she fought, the more he broke her will, bringing 
her closer to her death. It was as if he were tearing her soul 
apart, bit by bit. 

After some time, Jirgar saw all she had done and learned 
of all she knew. He was glad to discover that Jeanne was a 
high-ranking officer of the Dark Order, and even gladder to 
find out the names of the remaining members. The Dark 
Order will soon be exterminated, Jirgar thought to himself. 

As she was giving her last breath, Jirgar realized that 
there still was something she was hiding from him. 

He couldn’t believe that after all he had done to her spirit 
she still had the ability to fight, and worse, to hide 
information from him. 

Jirgar gave her the final blow; a strike of his will so 
intense that it simply destroyed everything that was Jeanne. 
As he did so, he saw a glimpse of what she wanted to hide, a 
glimpse that brought horror into his being. 

Jaffaz looked at the entire scene and saw Jeanne’s body 
fall on the ground dead. It always saddened him to see a 
human life destroyed, but he also knew that there were no 
other choices. 

The Dark Order will soon cease to exist. You have come in 
time, old friend. They would have channeled the will of a higher 


demon of hell if you had arrived any later, the king said to 
Jaffaz who was relieved at the news. 

She was an exceptionally skilled woman at the art. I am not 
surprised by her success in turning the people of Rotan to her 
ways, Jaffaz stated. They would have helped her channel the 
demon without them ever knowing. 

You have done well, old friend. I am forever in your debt, 
Jirgar said. 

I have done but my duties, my king, Jaffaz said, obviously 
exhausted by what had happened. 

It had taken him all of his strength to keep his king’s 
presence hidden, and consumed whatever he had left when 
the king struck Jeannette. Jirgar could feel Jaffaz slipping 
away, his life force nearing its end. 

I shall remember you until the day I die, my oldest and first 
true friend, Jirgar stated, realizing that there was nothing he 
could do to prevent what was going to happen next. Jaffaz 
slowly closed his eyes, and a smile could be seen on his face. 

I can die knowing I have served my king and my land 
truthfully till the end. Farewell, my pupil, Jaffaz sent mentally 
to Jirgar before he went into his eternal sleep. 

“T shall miss you, old master,” Jirgar said to himself, while 
the link broke off with Jaffaz. 


“T am sorry for the loss, my king. Jaffaz was a great man,” 
Yanas said to Jirgar. 

He was next to him the entire time in Yan’s bedroom, and 
Jirgar had shared what had happened with him. 

“So am I, Yanas, so am I. He will be missed, and I am 
afraid we need him now more than ever.” 

“How so, my king? The Dark Order cannot survive now 
that we know who and where they are,” Yanas said. 

“I am afraid we will not get rid of the Dark Order so 
easily. I was able to see a glimpse of the true threat of the 
Dark Order before Jeanne died,” Jirgar said heavily. “Their 
leader was dormant all this time. He has been awakened 
only recently. He is so skilled at the art that even Jaffaz 
would have had to recognize him as his superior.” 

“What can he do? He is alone now and his order about to 
be destroyed,” Yanas said. 

“IT am afraid he is independent of the Dark Order 
altogether. His purpose is of another nature. He has mastered 


all the aspects of will channelling. He is so proficient at it 
that he can channel the will of the Fallen Angel himself, 
without needing to turn the people around him beforehand.” 

“How is that possible? No human can withstand the evil 
of the Archfiend, not even for a second, especially alone and 
without the support of other priests.” 

“He can; Tharas Nogard can,” Jirgar replied gravely. 

“Can’t you reach him, my lord?” Yanas asked. 

“T cannot find him. His ability to hide his self is far 
beyond that of Jaffaz. All we can do is wait, for he will come 
to us. His objective is the child; his only purpose is to link 
Yan to the Angel of Darkness himself.” 

“T will never let such a thing happen, my king! I will use 
all of my powers to stop it from happening!” Yanas 
exclaimed. 

“Let us hope our powers will be sufficient to stop the 
Archfiend. He is nothing we have encountered before, and 
he will have full use of his powers if his will is channeled by 
Tharas. He might not be able to withstand it for long, but I 
am sure it will be long enough for the evil king to act,” 
Jirgar replied, unable to hide fear in his voice—a fear that 
Yanas shared. 

The only thing that brought comfort to Jirgar’s heart was 
that, as he was talking, he could see Soran and his men move 
on the members of the Dark Order. The once secret 
organization was living its last moments; things were about 
to get better all over Cartagia. Jirgar just hoped it wasn’t too 
late, that the people were not too far gone, and that they 
could still be saved. 


You are to act soon, Rassid, Ruthu’ul sent mentally. 

I am ready. We have been waiting for this for so long, he 
replied. 

Will you be able to control Yanas? 

The blade has been feeding his demonic side for seventeen 
years now. His dark side has grown strong, and it will answer the 
call of the blade’s maker, Rassid replied without hesitation. 

The time has come, my brother, Ruthu’ul whispered, before 
disappearing. 

“Yes it has, my brother,” Rassid said to himself. 
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“The healer has arrived, my lord,” said one of the king’s 
sentries, guarding Yan’s door. 

“Good, show him to the room,” Jirgar replied. 

“Do you think he will be able to help?” Yanas asked. 

“He is renowned all over the land for his healing abilities. 
He is the most skilled channeller of the will of the land we 
know of. Jaffaz and Charian had recommended him eagerly. 
If anyone can help Yan, it is him.” 

A medium-sized man entered the room and bowed down 
before his king and his knight. 

“T am honored to meet you, my lords,” Jouras said. 

He was in his late thirties, and he had the ability to heal 
any illness or sickness the land had ever seen. He was skilled 
in the way of the land in a way that few people understood. 
He never joined the order; it just wasn’t for him. He devoted 
his life to channelling the healing powers of the earth and to 
helping its people. He spent his entire life perfecting his art. 
There was no disease or illness he could not defeat, such was 
his reputation all over the land. 

“Tt is a pleasure to meet the famed Jouras. I have heard so 
much of you and your abilities. I hope they are true for we 
need your help more than ever. This boy needs your help,” 
Jirgar said, pointing at Yan. 

“T will do all I can, my king,” he replied, while 
approaching Yan. 

“This boy is special, and what happened to him is. . . out 
of the ordinary ... ,” Yanas tried to say. 

“The king has briefed me of all that has happened to him 
and of his unique ‘skills’ while I was traveling,” Jouras 
replied. “I understand that he was not able to withstand the 
chaos that his newly acquired knowledge brought to him. 
His spirit and his body are no longer connected.” 

“Indeed,” Yanas replied. 

“T will see what I can do,” Jouras said. He put his hand on 
Yan’s forehead and closed his eyes. 

Jouras cleared his mind of all outside influence and found 
himself in darkness. He focused on the land and its will. All 
of his being began to be attuned to the land’s power. His 
body became a conduit for the healing power of the land. He 
could feel the energy flow through him with only one intent, 
to cure. When he became one with the will of land, he 
focused on the boy, and all of that energy flew from him to 
the young man. Yan began to breathe more easily, and they 


could see that what had just happened had affected him 
somehow. He stopped sweating as he had been doing for 
weeks now. 

“His state is far more complicated than I thought,” Jouras 
said, while taking his breath. He was exhausted by the 
procedure. 

“What do you mean?” Yanas asked. 

“His mind is in another world of its own, one that it has 
taken for true, created with all the knowledge it has gained. 
Everything that happens to him in this world affects his 
body, and vice versa. When I healed his body and helped it 
regenerate itself, his mind found new strength to fight,” 
Jouras replied. “The world his mind has created is the image 
of the chaos that has taken place in his soul. Yan will be 
unable to reconnect with this plane unless he finds a way to 
bring back order and peace.” 

“Ts there anything we can do?” Jirgar asked. 

“Well, the only thing we can do is to help Yan win his 
battle where he is. I must connect myself to the boy, and 
help him find his way,” Jouras replied. 

“We tried everything we could to reach him, but we failed 
each time,” Jirgar clarified. 

“The key to reaching him is his body. When I heal his 
body, it creates a link with Yan’s consciousness, one way or 
the other. You have the ability to follow that link and to 
reach Yan with your will,” Jouras said. 

“Allow me, my king. I have a special bond with Yan’s 
spirit, and I should be able to sense the link if it were to 
happen,” Yanas humbly said. 

“You may indeed, Yanas,” Jirgar said approvingly. 

“Let us start,” Jouras said. “Yan will seek this newfound 
strength; he will seek anything that can help him in the 
chaos that his soul is in.” 

Jouras put his hand on Yan’s forehead and started the 
same process once more. As he was doing so, Yanas focused 
all of his will toward Yan and was ready to sense any change 
in his state. Jouras started to heal Yan’s body; the energy 
flew through him to Yan with such intensity that Yanas was 
blinded for a second. Yan began to feel better, and Yanas 
saw the link, a small line of pure light, a light that Yanas 
recognized right away, that was created between Yan’s body 
and his consciousness. Yanas followed that line wherever it 
took him. He saw himself reach a world of devastation that 
knew no peace; wars were everywhere between angels and 


demons, while humans were in the middle, powerless to do 
anything. He couldn’t see Yan; all he saw was blood and 
battlegrounds. He closed his eyes and focused all his will to 
find the pure light. When he opened them, he found himself 
on the top of a mountain overseeing the mightiest and 
bloodiest of all battles he had ever witnessed. Yan was 
watching powerless; he looked like a ten year old kid. 

“Yan!” he shouted. 

Yan looked at him and said, “Who are you? How did you 
come here?” 

“T am Yanas, and I am your friend. I have been looking for 
you.” 

“Yanas? I remember that name. It used to mean 
something to me... but nothing means anything now,” Yan 
answered. “All that matters is destruction and chaos. All they 
care about is to wage wars on each other.” 

“They are fighting for the human souls, Yan. That is why 
they fight . . . that is why you should fight! For your soul and 
that of other humans.” 

“Human souls? You mean those powerless creatures that 
do nothing but hide in fear? What good are they?” Yan 
asked, as a child would who didn’t understand the situation. 

“They are everything, Yan. Angels and demons alike fight 
for the souls of humans—” 

Yan shouted, “Why don’t they fight, then? Why don’t the 
humans fight for themselves?” 

“They don’t know how, Yan. They are young creatures, 
and they do not know how to fight those that prey on them. 
We... You must help them, you must teach them, and you 
must fight for them.” 

“Are you human? Do you fight for your soul and that of 
other humans?” Yan asked innocently. 

“I am human, and I fight for the souls, mine and that of 
others,” Yanas answered with pride and strength. 

“Show me!” Yan exclaimed, showing real excitement in 
his voice. Before Yanas could say anything, a demon 
appeared in front of him and rushed to attack. Yanas dodged 
the attack and struck it with all of his will. The demon died 
at the impact of the blow. Yanas had grown strong over the 
years, and this demon posed no threat to him. 

“Well done! You are powerful indeed!” Yan exclaimed, 
clearly enjoying the show. “Why don’t other humans fight 
like you? If they were all as strong as you, this war would 
have ended a long time ago!” he said, stating the obvious. 


“Well...” Yanas tried to say. 

“Because he is not human, Yan... and he is not your 
friend . . . I am,” a voice filled with power whispered. “Let 
me show you true power, my boy.” 

Yan looked everywhere to try to find where the voice 
emanated from, but instead, saw an incredible event on the 
battleground. A giant wave of fire, of extraordinary might, 
burned everything on its path, angels and demons alike, 
putting an end to the battle. 

“Such is true power . . . a power that could be yours, my 
boy,” the voice added. 

“Do not listen to it! This voice is deception and lies!” 
Yanas shouted, having recognized the voice of the Dark 
Angel himself. “How did you get here?” he yelled and 
received no answer. 

“Ts it true, Yanas? Are you not a human?” Yan asked. 

“T am human, Yan. I am human because of my blood, my 
soul, and because I chose to be.” 

“Why did you choose to be human?” 

“For it is in my humanity that I find my peace, Yan,” 
Yanas answered. “It is in my humanity that I find greatness.” 

“Hmmm .. . I find interest in what you are saying, 
Yanas,” Yan replied. The young boy turned backward and, 
with a smile, said to the voice, “As to your power, it is 
indeed impressive but does not serve me!” Yan raised his 
hand, and out of nowhere, angels and demons reappeared 
and started fighting again for him to watch. 

“Why do you do that, Yan? You have the power to stop it 
all, so why do you continue?” Yanas asked, amazed at what 
he had seen. Yan was not without knowing that he 
controlled everything in this world, and yet, he remained 
there. 

“T need my answer, of course! I need to find out what I 
am!” he replied to Yanas, as if it were obvious. 

“You are Yan! Son of Elizabeth and Sarius! And you are 
the only hope for the salvation of humanity,” Yanas 
answered. 

These words sent Yan deep into his thoughts. He hadn’t 
heard these names for a long time, and he realized that he 
had missed them. “Am I human then?” 

“You are if you wish to be, Yan,” Yanas replied. “You can 
choose to live as a human as I did . . . Yan, the choice is 
yours and only yours to make.” 

The young boy looked perplexed and asked, “I can choose 


to be human?” 

“The choice is indeed yours, Yan, my boy. I shall never 
interfere with your wishes. I am only here to help you 
achieve them,” the voice whispered with true care in its 
words. 

“You should have all the information before making such 
an important decision, my dear Yan. Take as much time as 
you wish; play for as long as you wish. I shall help you any 
way I can,” it added. 

“You are right, but .. .” Yan said. “I think I know what I 
want now. I think I am ready to make a choice now. I think I 
know who I am.” 

“Then come back with me, Yan. Let us go back to where 
we belong,” Yanas pleaded. 

“Tt is too early for that, my dear Yanas,” Yan said, but this 
time in his true form. “We shall go back to Earth first. I must 
finish what I started.” 

“T shall be waiting for you, my boy,” the voice whispered, 
before vanishing. 

“T know you will. I know you will...” Yan replied. 

Yanas didn’t understand what was going on, and couldn’t 
believe that the Archfiend didn’t do anything to prevent him 
from bringing Yan back. It was as if the Angel of Darkness 
was just passing by, and had no intention of trying anything 
or of staying. These thoughts brought unrest into Yanas’ 
heart. The king of lies was not to be taken lightly. 

“Let me guide you through this, Yan,” Yanas said. 

“That won’t be necessary, my dear Yanas,” Yan replied. 

Yanas was confused by Yan, who was looking at him and 
smiling. The world he had created disappeared, so did 
everybody and everything in it. A flash of pure light blinded 
Yanas, and he found himself back in Yan’s room with Jirgar 
by his side. 

“Tell me everything,” Jirgar demanded impatiently. 

“Yes, my king,” Yanas replied, and shared all that had 
happened with his king. 

“What—,” Jirgar tried to say. 

“T am ready to choose, Good King, 
waking up. “Are you ready to fight?” 

“T am!” Jirgar replied with strength. “What is going on, 
boy?” 

“The time has almost come. I am about to reach the age of 
reason, Good King,” Yan replied. 

“What do—,” Jirgar tried to say, but was interrupted by 


”? 


Yan said, while 


Yan’s parents who came rushing into the room to hug him. 

“My boy! You are awake!” Elizabeth yelled, while hugging 
Yan. 

“I knew you were going to be fine!” Sarius said, while 
hugging them both. 

Jirgar and Yanas looked at each other in disbelief. 

“We will be waiting for you outside, Yan. I am sure some 
fresh air would do you good,” Yanas said, hinting to Yan’s 
parents that the matter at hand was of some importance. 

Jirgar, Yanas, and Jouras left the room and went for a 
walk. Yan’s parents didn’t even notice their lords leaving and 
kept hugging Yan, who did nothing to stop them, for he was 
as happy to see them as they were him. 
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“Anael,” Jirgar called, while they were walking. 

“Yes, Good King?” Anael replied, appearing before them. 
Only Jirgar and Yanas could see him. 

“What just happened back there?” Jirgar asked. 

“What had to happen, Good King,” Anael simply 
answered. 

“T don’t have time for this, Anael. Explain yourself.” 

“Yan’s soul is about to reach the age of reason, Good King. 
It is only a matter of hours now.” 

“Explain yourself!” Jirgar shouted. 

Anael looked at him, almost offended by the tone of the 
king. “Very well, Good King,” he said, understanding the 
frustration of the sovereign. “Yan has gained knowledge 
beyond the capacity of any normal human being, even 
beyond yours, Yanas. He gained all that knowledge at once 
and was unable to assimilate it. That is why he created a 
world of his own, where he could make sense of it all. What 
appeared to be weeks to you was in fact many centuries to 
Yan. He has been gone for what could seem like eternity in 
the world he created. He needed that time to make sense of 
all he had learned; he needed that experience to understand 
what he was to choose, what he was to do, and more 
importantly, why he was to do it.” 

“Why haven’t you told us anything, Anael? What are you 
hiding?” Jirgar said, obviously displeased by Anael’s 
behavior. 

“You have to understand, Good King. I can only tell you 
of what I know and of what I am allowed to say,” Anael 


replied and, before Jirgar could say anything, added, 
“Furthermore, I acquire new knowledge as Yan gets closer to 
reaching the age of reason. While I know of Yan’s nature, I 
only remember it when Yan reaches a certain phase of his 
evolution.” 

“What is the nature of the boy?” Jirgar said. 

“T am afraid I cannot tell you that . . . I cannot interfere 
with the natural process of the boy’s soul . . . I simply 
cannot!” Anael said, annoyed by the way this conversation 
was going. 

“Does the Angel of Darkness know of his nature?” Yanas 
asked. 

“Indeed, he is among the few who do,” Anael simply 
replied. 

“Is that why he tried nothing back there?” Yanas 
continued. 

“Indeed, he also cannot interfere with the natural process 
of Yan’s soul,” Anael answered. “His time to act is, however, 
approaching. He will try everything to turn the boy’s soul to 
his path before it makes its choice.” 

“We are to simply wait?” Jirgar said. 

“There is nothing else we can do, Good King,” Anael 
replied. “Remember, this fight is your fight. We are only 
here to help. It is your war, Good King.” 

“That is something I cannot forget, Anael! You have 
reminded me of it for seventeen years now!” Jirgar replied, 
at which Anael vanished. 

Yanas looked at his king, and for the first time in many 
years, he saw an old man. Jirgar had aged greatly over the 
years, but never had it been so visible as today. Jirgar was 
exhausted by the daily wars that took place for the entire 
period of his life, and Jirgar had enough of it all. The burden 
that he had carried on his shoulders for so long had finally 
caught up with him; Jirgar was tired. 

“The time has almost come, my king,” Yanas said, trying 
to relieve his ruler of some burden. 

“And yet, the worst is still ahead of us! I have seen what 
you have seen, Yanas. The powers of the Dark Angel are 
without equal. When, and not if, Tharas channels the will of 
the Archfiend, I am not certain we will be able to do 
anything to stop him.” 

“We will, my king!” Yanas exclaimed. “No matter how 
skilled Tharas is, it is impossible for him to channel the full 
will of the Fallen One. Not after what I have seen.” 


“Even a fraction of his power will be enough to take Yan 
from us forever, Yanas.” 

“We will help Yan’s soul turn away from the lies of the 
angel of lies, my king!” Yanas affirmed, with his voice filled 
with his will. 

“Sometimes your strength scares me, Yanas. It has grown 
so much over the years. Let us hope it will be of use when 
the time comes.” 

“Tt will, my lord,” Yanas simply answered, putting an end 
to the conversation. Yanas had grown uneasy about this 
subject over the years. He could sense that his force had 
grown to unimaginable dimensions; he felt proud and at the 
same time scared of it. However, he never allowed his fears 
to stop him. He kept pushing himself and increasing his 
might, as the situation demanded it, and he told himself that 
such power could only be useful. 
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“T am sorry to have made you wait, my lords,” Yan said, 
while joining them. “But Elizabeth insisted that I eat a 
decent meal before I go walking,” he added and let out a 
laugh. 

At any other moment the king would have probably 
punished such behavior, but for some odd reason, he was 
unable to feel anything but joy at his words. Yan’s laughter 
seemed to have washed away all of their fears and doubts, as 
if they had never existed. They all laughed with him, from 
their heart. Jirgar looked at Yanas and said, “What is it with 
this boy? When he is around everything seems fine.” 

“T have noticed it, too, my king, and I cannot explain it, 
either,” Yanas replied. 

“Tt is because of my nature, my lords, 
answered. 

“What is your nature?” they all said in a single voice, 
even Jouras. 

Yan laughed. “Mine? Oh, a very simple one. I am an angel 
of heaven.” 

“What? But you have a soul .. . and you are human, and 
you can use the will... and—,” Jirgar tried to say. 

“You misunderstood me... . I will try to clarify it for you,” 
Yan said. “I am Riel, Keeper of the Soul, angel of heaven. 
The attributes you were talking about belonged to Yan. I am 
but his keeper. Wherever his soul goes, I go; whatever vessel 


”? 


Yan simply 


his soul takes, I share it with him.” 

“The boy I saw? Where is he now?” Yanas asked. 

“Sleeping,” he replied joyfully. 

“Why haven’t you spoken before? Why hasn’t Anael told 
us anything?” Jirgar asked, showing true signs of weariness. 

“T couldn’t. I am the Keeper of the Soul. I was created for 
Yan’s soul and cannot do anything without his demand. No 
angel can speak of my existence or even my name. I am not 
even sure they remember me!” he answered, laughing. 

They all laughed again. Each time Riel laughed or 
expressed joy, it would wash away all the fears and doubts of 
the people around him. People were simply glad when he 
was present and nothing was able to disturb that happiness. 

“What is to come?” Jirgar asked. 

“Whatever Yan desires. Of course, his wishes are my 
command,” Riel replied. 

“What do you mean?” Jirgar insisted. 

“Whatever Yan desires will happen. It is as simple as that. 
When he reaches the age of reason, which he will when he 
wakes up, the first thing he will do is wish for the world he 
wants to live in. That world will either be the one you, King 
Jirgar, are trying to build, or it will be the world the 
misguided angel wishes for. His wishes are my command.” 

“And he will base that wish on everything he has learned 
from us, the angels, and the demons?” Yanas asked. 

“Indeed, and from everything you have tried to do during 
these seventeen years, and from everything the people of the 
land did during these seventeen years,” Riel completed. 

“He has acquired so much knowledge?” Jirgar asked. 

“Nothing that has happened during these seventeen years 
is unknown to him,” Riel answered. 

“And nothing has yet been decided as well,” Jouras 
interjected. 

They all looked at him surprised by his comment. 

“Indeed, the decision will only be taken when it is taken. 
How do you know of this wisdom?” Riel asked. 

“T have learned a lot through the many years of my 
existence. But I must say that my greatest teacher of the 
unknown has been the Fallen Angel himself,” Jouras simply 
replied and watched the shocked look on his companions. 
“You must understand that what matters in the making of a 
decision are not the facts, regardless of how truthful they 
are, but how they are presented and perceived.” 

“Wisdom of the underworld indeed,” Riel confirmed. 


Yanas and Jirgar looked at each other in dismay, realizing 
that the man who had been standing next to them all this 
time was none other than Tharas Nogard. 

“Before you try to strike me, good men, know that the 
world the angels told you of is nothing but a lie,” Tharas 
affirmed. “It is simply not the one we seek to live in.” 

“Fool!” Yanas shouted, attempting to strike Tharas with a 
mental attack, an attempt that failed. Tharas has been 
preparing his greatest achievement all this time. He had 
been preparing to channel the will of the Angel of Darkness, 
his lord, right in front of them all. 
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Becoming the King 


War was raging all over the land. The demons were no 
longer fighting for the souls of humans; they were simply 
fighting. All those that could take on a human form did so 
and fought to their death, no matter the enemy. The 
remaining fiends simply lent their strength to willing 
humans, even at the cost of being banished by the angels. 
The knights of the land, while surprised by the demons’ new 
behavior and determination to fight at the cost of their own 
freedom, felt relieved. Indeed, this battleground was one 
they were familiar with. Their enemies had a face now, and 
they could battle them the old way with their swords and 
their will. Even the most powerful creatures of hell, while in 
their human form, were no match for the champions and the 
aspiring knights. The will of the land and the skills of its 
chosen could not be challenged. 

As the knights were slaying the never-stopping waves of 
demons’ attacks, they could feel new hope and new faith in 
better tomorrows invading their hearts. The champions did 
not understand why the sudden change in tactics, but they 
welcomed it with open arms. They could feel, for the first 
time in these seventeen years, that they were winning this 
campaign—a war that had become visible to all. 

The people of the land just assumed that the men 
responsible for the attacks were individuals who had lost 
their way and their faith, that it was what became of 
mankind when it no longer followed the way of the land. It 
appeared to be a rebellion of lost souls and of lost causes. 
This notion was confirmed with the incredible easiness the 
knights and their men drove back each wave of the vile 
beasts’ attacks. Each time the beasts assaulted a town, no 


matter the region, they were quickly disposed of or pushed 
back, having caused little damage if any. It appeared as if 
the champions were battling against a much weaker 
opponent. The knights themselves could hardly believe that 
these were the demons they feared so much. They had met 
more difficult challenges during their training years. 

The champions could feel the strength and the trust of 
their people grow in them and in the land—it seemed things 
were getting back to the way they were before the conflict 
started. 

Humanity was winning. Then the unthinkable happened. 
The demons had all retreated, on all fronts, to prepare their 
next assault when the knights, for no reason and without 
warning, lost contact with their land and their people. They 
could no longer feel the will of the land and they could no 
longer use it. The will had disappeared. Chaos made its 
entrance. 

The people could no longer sense their lord’s presence in 
their heart and could no longer hear their king. The 
channellers had lost their ability as well. The land and its 
people had become kingless and had lost a part of their 
souls. The champions of the land were now simple armed 
men, and only had their sword skills to defend themselves 
and their land. The power that had been forever present on 
the land for as long as men could remember had disappeared 
without a trace or reason. 

As the demons were launching their attacks, the humans 
were defenseless. Now that the will had disappeared, leaving 
the men isolated and weak, the beasts of hell appeared to be 
the most powerful creatures ever created, and nothing the 
knights and non-knights alike did could stop their relentless 
assaults. 

As the will disappeared, so did the angels. They were 
nowhere to be found. 

The creatures of the abyss were on a rampage, meeting no 
real challenge. 


“This war is not ours. I am sorry, Good King,” Anael said 
to Jirgar before disappearing. 

“What—,” Jirgar tried to say but stopped when he 
realized that his link to his people and to his land had 
vanished. “What is going on?” he tried to yell to all, but 


could only be heard by those nearby. 

“The will has vanished, my king,” Yanas answered. “We 
are all alone,” he added, having noticed the angels leaving 
their realm. 

“There is no one to stop me now!” Tharas said, while he 
was still channelling the will of the Archfiend. An intense 
chaotic energy could be sensed flowing all over him and 
through him, making it impossible for anyone to approach. 

“The Angel of Darkness himself is to honor us soon with 
his presence,” Yan said with a calm voice. 

“He has come for you only, dear boy,” Tharas replied. 

“Riel?” Jirgar asked. 

“Riel has left as well, I am afraid. I am all alone; I am 
alone for the first time for as long as I can remember,” Yan 
answered, looking at Jirgar with eyes in which only purity 
could be seen. 

“What is happening, Yan?” Jirgar asked. 

“Mankind is to prove its valor, Good King. I have 
awakened, and I have reached the age of reason. I have all 
that I need to choose,” Yan replied. “This war has always 
been yours, and never that of the angels. Show me the 
righteousness of your ways, Good King.” 

“And I shall show you the truth of my ways,” Tharas said. 

His form had completely changed. He had transformed 
into something that was neither human nor demon. Tharas 
was now a source of pure chaos—a chaos that could only 
come from the Dark Angel himself. 

“I have chosen to embrace the way of the Angel of 
Darkness, or should I say the true Angel of Light. Let me 
show you the truth of my path; let me show you the true 
face of men,” he added, each one of his words filled with 
power and knowledge of the underworld. 

Jirgar had lost all of his abilities at the will and was 
watching powerless. 

“Yanas, kill Tharas once and for all!” he yelled. 

“T shall, my king,” Yanas replied. He had lost his ability to 
use the will as well, but his nature had not changed; he was 
still himself. Yanas focused all of his determination and 
resolve, and his form changed. He was not going to take any 
risk; he called upon his angelic heritage and became an 
energy form made of pure light. Yanas looked at Tharas and 
struck him with a beam of extreme luminosity. Tharas did 
not try to dodge the blow in any way; he actually welcomed 
it. 


Yanas had focused all of his power to destroy Tharas in 
his attack, an assault that was simply repelled by similar 
energy. They couldn’t believe what they were witnessing. 
Tharas had used angelic light to stop the attack from 
consuming his body and soul. 

“Such is the way of the Angel of Light,” Tharas said, not 
hiding his satisfaction. His form had become that of a 
beautiful being, no different from Yan’s, but the energy that 
was emanating from him was pure chaos. 

Tharas had not only channeled the will of the Angel of 
Darkness, he had become the personification of the Fallen 
Angel on Earth as if they had merged into one being. 

“How can you withstand such power?” Yanas asked, still 
shaking. 

“The same way Yan and Riel do, Yanas,” Tharas 
answered. “The Angel of Light linked himself to Yan to 
understand how it was possible, and once the deed was 
done, he taught me of this knowledge, and I simply used it.” 

The Archfiend had been studying Yan while he was in the 
world he had created. He just needed to link himself to the 
boy for an instant, so that he could reproduce the same 
method with a human that was equally skilled in the art of 
channelling and, of course, more than willing to accept him 
as his one and only sovereign. Tharas had become the Fallen 
Angel’s Yan. 

“Riel is an angel, Tharas. How could you use angelic 
powers to stop me?” Yanas insisted, needing to understand 
what he was up against. 

“So is the nature of the Angel of Light, Yanas,” Tharas 
answered. “I have succeeded where no other man did, dear 
Yan; allow me to show you the truth of my ways,” he added, 
while moving toward Yan. 

“Allow me to touch your soul so that you can see and 
understand all that I am and all that I aspire to,” he said, 
while raising his hands at Yan. “Allow me to embrace you so 
that never again will you feel pain or sorrow, dear boy.” 

A blow of pure light came at Tharas, stopping him dead in 
his tracks. 

“Not if I have a say in it!” Yanas shouted, rushing to 
attack him once more. 

This time, Yanas’ blow was more powerful than the 
previous one, and Tharas had difficulties in stopping it from 
crushing him. Under the pressure, the evil channeller pushed 
back his assailant and dodged him altogether by pivoting on 


his left side. After he regained his composure, he sent a wave 
of pure light aimed at Yanas that sent him flying backward. 

“My angelic powers are somehow limited. Allow me to 
show you my true nature,” Tharas said, while morphing. 

His form had become a black mist and could no longer be 
perceived. He had become a shadow of pure chaotic energy. 
Tharas was not able to accept all of the Fallen Angel’s power, 
but he had become a source of incredible might. He would 
have been able to challenge the king of the One Land when 
the king still had all of his abilities. 

Yanas could only protect himself from the relentless 
assaults of his opponent; he could only envelop himself in 
angelic energy, unable to counterattack. Yanas knew that he 
had only one hope left of stopping Tharas—a thought that 
brought fear to him. His demonic blood had grown strong 
over the years, so strong that he wasn’t sure he could control 
it anymore if he were to call upon it. He had no choice. 
Yanas’ form changed. He became true to his evil blood. His 
shape had changed over the years. What used to be a dark, 
tall, and thin form was now a much taller form of great 
build. His demonic shape had become even more impressive 
than his angelic one. As his transformation completed, a roar 
for blood and power could be heard all around. 

“Fight me!” Yanas yelled hungry for war. “I shall be more 
of a challenge now!” 

Tharas was pleased by what the diabolical blood of Yanas 
had become. “You are indeed powerful, even more powerful 
than I could have hoped for,” Tharas spoke, grinning evilly. 

“Enough words! Fight me!” Yanas yelled, as he drew his 
scimitars, one of them being the blade crafted by Rassid. 

“Why would I fight you when you are to serve me?” 
Tharas replied, while laughing. 

Rassid, now! the evil king sent mentally to Rassid. Call 
upon the sword and make him bow down to my will! 

Yes, my master, Rassid answered. 

Hear me: I am the maker of the blade. Hear my call and 
answer my demands, Rassid whispered mentally to Yanas, 
who was unable to disregard the call. 

You are the one who was been feeding me all these years... , 
Yanas replied without being able to fight Rassid’s influence. 
You have made me strong! 

Not strong enough to deny me, Rassid whispered back. 

Much stronger than you think, Rassid, maker of the blade, 
Yanas answered, while trying everything he could to resist 


him. 

You cannot defeat your feeder, demon! Rassid replied, while 
increasing his influence over Yanas. The knight fought with 
all of his might to free himself from Rassid’s bonds, but with 
little success. 

You are strong indeed, demon! Rassid shouted in pain. You 
are almost ready! 

I am ready! Yanas shouted back at Rassid with increasing 
intensity. Rassid was barely able to keep his grasp over 
Yanas. 

Yes, you are! The time for revenge has arrived, my friend! 

Betrayer! Tharas shouted at Rassid. You shall suffer eternal 
pain! he promised Rassid, while trying to banish him with 
mental strikes to hell. 

I think not! Yanas yelled, protecting the blade maker. 

You are strong enough now, Yanas. Send this impostor back 
to where he belongs; send him into oblivion! Rassid begged of 
Yanas, barely being able to contend the sheer pressure 
applied on his being by the Archfiend. 

Rassid had been the lord of the underworld before the 
coming of the Fallen Angel. A memory he could never erase 
or forget, and a memory that he intended on reviving. 

The time for revenge has finally come, Fallen One. I shall take 
back what is rightfully mine! Rassid said to Tharas. 

Since Tharas and the Angel of Darkness were merged, the 
fate of one would determine the fate of the other. 

“Tt is time to fight!” Yanas shouted with incredible rage 
and hunger for blood. 

“You are no match!” Tharas replied with intense hatred in 
each of his words. 

Tharas focused all of his power into a single attack aimed 
at Yanas. Shadows were all around them—shadows that 
were no mystery to Yanas’ demonic heritage. Yanas dodged 
the incoming flux of dark energy and came at Tharas, 
swirling his scimitars. The champion had an incredible 
speed; only flashes of his blades could be seen, and a wave of 
destructive force accompanied each swing of his blades. Each 
time, Tharas avoided the blow; his celerity was even greater 
than that of Yanas. 

Tharas dodged Yanas’ attacks and closed in on him, at 
which point, he let out an extreme chaotic beam of energy 
emanating from all of his body. Yanas flew backward and 
landed on his back, stunned by the violence of the blow. 

“You have showed me your sword. Now let me show you 


mine,” Tharas said, with a smile so evil that it sent shivers 
all over his enemy’s body. 

Tharas drew his weapon from the shadows; it was a long 
and large sword, made of fires and shadows. The dark king 
assumed an offensive posture, holding his weapon in both 
hands. 

“Witness your true power, demon,” Tharas said to Yanas, 
while sending a stream of shadows and flames toward him. 
The hit was of such greatness and might that even Jirgar, 
while he was the king of the One Land, was not sure he 
could block it. The grounds and trees all around them were 
instantly burned down to ashes, and destroyed as if they had 
never existed. All that remained was desolation. 

All that they could see around them was smoke and fire, 
and the skies were covered with thick, dark ashes. The smell 
of burning fires intoxicated them. 

No one would have survived if it weren’t for Yanas’ body. 
He had put himself in front of Jirgar and Yan at the speed of 
light just before the attack reached them, and he had 
successfully used his build and swords as a shield. 

The valorous knight had used all of the powers that he 
had acquired during these seventeen years just to divert the 
attack. Yanas was exhausted and could barely move. 

“Stand up, demon. We are not done yet,” Tharas said, 
without showing any trace of fatigue. Tharas was preparing 
himself to strike again. Energy could be felt gathering 
around him and his sword. 

“I am not done, either!” Yanas shouted back at him, while 
rushing toward Tharas with whatever strength he could 
gather. Yanas had gathered all of his determination and 
intent to destroy in his blades, as well as the rage of his 
demonic blood, and had focused all of his angelic energy 
into a single thought: salvation of humanity. 

He found himself blitzing at the dark king with incredible 
speed. 

As he was swinging his blades at his enemy, flashes of 
silvery lights could be seen all aimed at Tharas. 

The evil king parried each of his blows with equal speed 
and potency. Explosions of flames and silvery lightning 
erupted each time their blades touched. Tharas parried all of 
Yanas’ attack, but the latter kept on coming with increasing 
demonic power and speed. Tharas matched him in all 
aspects. This dance of the swords went on for what seemed 
like eternity. 


Jirgar watched from a distance, powerless and slowly 
losing hope in the victory. His old body was aching and 
tired. Thoughts of defeat and of its consequences invaded his 
mind. It was at this instant that the wise king realized that it 
would be pointless to survive this battle if Yanas were to be 
defeated. 

He gathered what strengths he had and drew his sword. 
He wasn’t sure he could do anything, but he was determined 
in trying. 

Tharas and Yanas were so taken by their fight that none 
of them saw him closing up on them. There is no need to keep 
an eye on those powerless creatures, the dark king thought to 
himself. 

Tharas, after some time, was able to overcome Yanas. He 
had parried all of his opponent’s assaults and had struck him 
with his might. 

Yanas, while he blocked the blow, was unable to 
withstand its force. The valorous knight was on the ground, 
on his back, and Tharas had his sword pointed at his throat. 

“You have lost, demon. You are no match for me,” Tharas 
said, while getting ready to give him the final blow. At that 
instant, Jirgar, who had used all of his strength and courage 
just to reach them, drove his bastard sword into the devil’s 
back. 

Tharas wouldn’t have normally been affected by such a 
weak blow, no matter how deep the blade was in him, but 
this weapon was no ordinary blade. While Jirgar had lost all 
of his ability to use the will and his people’s strength and 
hopes, he still had his blade of legend with him—his sword, 
Amar. It was made of transparent metal and was known to 
bring light into shadows, while destroying everything on its 
path. 

The sword that Yanas had offered him long ago, that had 
been used to defeat the late Daraghas, that had made him 
king of the One Land, was now deep into the dark king’s 
body. 

While Jirgar had lost all of his powers, his sword still 
carried its might. When he drove it into Tharas’ body, it 
dissipated the shadows and sent an intense pure light 
through him. That light burned everything on its path; it 
destroyed the Fallen Angel’s human body and soul. All that 
remained was the spiritual form of the Archfiend. 

“Noooo!” the Angel of Darkness yelled, knowing now that 
all was lost to him. 


Indeed, the same rules of engagement applied to the angel 
of lies—he was no exception. 

The Archfiend found he was weakened and unable to 
return to his realm. He had linked himself with a human 
who, in turn, was vanquished, making him vulnerable to the 
attacks of angels. 

“Now, Yanas!” Jirgar yelled at his champion before falling 
on the ground. 

Yanas understood right away and transformed into an 
angel. He became a form made of energy, and, with a single 
strike, banished the Angel of Darkness. 

In his weakened state, the Archfiend was unable to stop it. 
In a blast of pure light, the Fallen Angel was sent for eternal 
torments to hell, Rassid was to make sure of that. 

With the evil king’s departure, no demon dared to stay on 
Earth, and they simply returned to their plane of existence, 
without leaving a trace. 

Yanas regained his normal form and went to see his king. 

“My lord, are you all right?” he said, taking Jirgar in his 
arms. 

“T will survive if that was your question,” he replied with 
amusement. 

“Well done! You have truly achieved what no other man 
did, Good King,” Yan said, marching toward Jirgar. 

Yan looked at the king, deep into his eyes, and said, “Rise, 
Good King, you have done well.” 

Jirgar felt a healing energy overwhelm him, and all of his 
pains and sufferings went away. Jirgar rose at the surge of 
this newfound force and felt twenty years younger. 

“Have you made your choice, Yan?” Jirgar asked 
impatiently. 

“You have done it for me, Good King,” Yan replied with a 
smile. As Yan smiled, time stopped. All the destruction and 
chaos that had occurred during these seventeen years simply 
vanished. The land all around them saw its trees grow back 
and their roots filled with life force. All the harshness and 
the pains during this period became no more than a fading 
memory. Whatever traces of the passage of the demons and 
the angels during these seventeen years simply vanished. The 
presence of demon and angel influence alike left the hearts 
of men and of their land, only to be replaced with peace and 
serenity. 

“You have proved to me your valor and the righteousness 
of your ways. I have reached the age of reason, and my faith 


in men and in the way of the land is still strong. Your actions 
and decisions have allowed me to keep my faith and retain 
the purity of my soul as it has been for so long. You have 
allowed me to grow without perverting me; you have 
succeeded, Good King,” Yan said, taking his true shape, the 
form of a ten year old child, whose innocence and purity 
could be seen in his eyes, and sensed emanating from all of 
his body and soul. 

“T have come to like you and to respect you, Jirgar,” Yan 
added with the voice of a child, each one of his words filled 
with purity and truth of the heavens. As Yan took his true 
form, the angels appeared all around him, bowing down. The 
celestial beings themselves seemed to have changed; they 
looked more pure and more serene, as if they had recovered 
something they had long lost. The intense energy that was 
emanating from Yan increased harmonically, as if it were 
singing. Yan called upon all of the angels, wherever they 
were, and praised them. The more the boy called to them, 
the more the angels glowed with pure light. They were once 
more able to hear the voice of their Lord who had left them 
for so long. This voice was all that they needed, and as it 
came back, their memories came back with it, and their 
purpose for being came back. They had finally regained their 
stature, that of true angels of the heavens. 

The greatness of Yan’s presence was such that Jirgar and 
Yanas couldn’t help themselves; they simply bowed down 
before him with a sense of incredible humility and gratitude. 

“Rise, Good King,” Yan said. 

“Yes, my Lord,” Jirgar replied. 

“IT am not your Lord, Good King. I am but a soul, the 
oldest one actually,” Yan clarified. 

“You are the Lord of the angels, and mine,” Jirgar replied. 

“No, Good King, I am not. I am merely the conduit by 
which their Lord, our king, speaks to them,” Yan answered. 
“Rise, King of the One Land, for you have earned it.” 

“It is time you receive your gift for all you have achieved; 
it is time you become the One King of the One Land, dear 
Jirgar,” Yan stated. “Rise and accept your gift!” 

As Jirgar was rising, he could not hide his perplexed look. 
“T have already received the gift of sight, dear Yan.” 

“That was merely a tool for you to prove to us your valor, 
Good King,” Yan simply replied. “Which you have done.” 

“What is to become of my people and of me, Yan?” Jirgar 
asked. 


As Jirgar was talking, he saw himself becoming young 
again; he saw himself as he was seventeen years ago when 
he had been chosen by the One Land to be its king. He felt 
an immense power surround him and overwhelm him. He 
became completely enveloped in an energy that was full of 
might and good at the same time. A power he could do 
nothing but embrace. 

“You are now truly a perfect man, Jirgar, king of the One 
Land,” Yan said. 

Jirgar felt strange and could not understand what was 
going on. He didn’t sense he was different from before; he 
just felt whole for some unexplained reason. 

“You have been given the greatest of all gifts, Good King. 
You have been given the ability to hear the voice of the Lord 
of the heavens, the king of creation,” Yan affirmed. 

“T don’t understand. I can feel an overwhelming presence 
that has taken away all of my fears and doubts, that has 
given my soul purpose, but I cannot hear a voice,” Jirgar 
replied. 

“In time you will learn to recognize it,” Yan answered. 
“Wish to this presence for the world you aspire to live in, 
King of the One Land.” 

Before Jirgar even finished thinking about his wish, the 
world was ridden of all evil influences forever. The time of 
prosperity that had been promised for so long with the 
coming of the One King had finally arrived. It was as it was 
foretold, and it was the wish of the One King. 

“No demon or evil will ever be allowed on this land for as 
long as you remain its sovereign. And you shall remain its 
One King for as long as you wish to be, Good King,” Yan 
added. “You have been given the ultimate gift, and you have 
earned it through your actions and valor.” 

Jirgar could feel once more the will of the land, and his 
link with his people and knights had been reestablished. He 
called mentally to all of them and showed them his gratitude 
and pride for all they had done and achieved. All of the 
people of the Earth felt an incredible force entering their 
hearts and washing away all their worries and uncertainties. 
They knew at this precise moment that the time for 
prosperity promised so long ago had finally arrived. All of 
the people replied to the calling of their king with a single 
voice, “Hail the king of the One Land; hail our king!” 

Jirgar experienced an immense energy rushing through 
him, feeding him, and making him forever the ruler of this 


land and of its inhabitants. 

“Never have I felt so much power before, never have I felt 
the presence of my people so clearly over all of the land 
before,” Jirgar said to Yan. “I can now actually hear all of 
them and see all of them at the same time . . . I can be 
everywhere now . . . How is that possible, Yan?” he asked, 
still in awe. 

“Such is the will of the Lord of the heavens, your king, 
our ruler to us all,” Yan replied. “You are their guide and 
their sovereign, Good King. Lead them to the heavens; it is a 
path you now know, a path that the voice of our Lord will 
guide you to.” 

“T will do so, dear Yan. I know I will for I simply cannot 
fail anymore. It has become impossible, for the voice of the 
Lord has made it all clear to me. It is so simple . . . How 
could have I been so blind for so long? It is so simple that a 
child could understand it. I am forever in your debt, old 
one,” Jirgar humbly said to Yan and bowed down 

“T shall be waiting for you and your people in the 
heavens, dear Jirgar,” Yan replied. “Your place among us is 
forever granted, Good King, and it is yours to claim when 
you decide the time to be right.” 

“While I am impatient for that time to come, I shall never 
leave my people until the last of them has earned his rights 
to come with me. Such is my choice and such is my will.” 

“And that is what will happen, King of the One Land, king 
of the people,” Yan answered. 

Yan looked at Yanas and gently asked, “Are you ready?” 
He paused only to see the confused look of Yanas, and 
clarified, “It is time for us to go home.” 

“Tam ready?” Yanas asked. 

As Yan looked and smiled at Yanas, both Yanas’ demonic 
blood and angelic heritages simply vanished as if they had 
never existed. Yanas was now only a human, a normal 
human. Yanas looked at Yan with gratitude; he had taken 
away with a simple smile the heavy burden he had been 
carrying for so long. 

“Not done yet, dear Yanas,” Yan added, and waved his 
hand at Yanas. Yanas became a child, the child he had 
always been, not more than six years old, and the purest 
form of light emanated from him. 

“Do you remember now?” Yan said with love 

“I do, Yan... Ido,” Yanas said, with a voice filled with 
happiness and relief at having accomplished his mission. 


“Yanas and I have always been the best of companions, 
and he is almost as old as I am. His place was never here; his 
place was always with me in the heavens. I am sure you 
understand, dear Jirgar, that he must come back with me.” 

“Yes, I understand, Yan. His existence could have never 
been allowed on this plane without the permission of the 
Lord of the heavens; even the angels couldn’t understand 
how he came to be,” Jirgar replied. 

Yan laughed. “Indeed, he wished to come back to Earth to 
make sure I was properly taken care of during my stay 
among your people. A wish our Lord, in his infinite wisdom, 
granted Yanas at the price of most of his memories. He is so 
dear to Him and us all.” Yan paused, smiled, and asked 
Yanas, “And what better way is there to make sure that I was 
properly taken care of than to be present in all worlds?” 

“None better,” Yanas simply answered, smiling back at 
Yan with an assured look. 

Yan nodded approvingly and said, “I have missed you, 
Yanas.” 

“And I, you.” 

“I wish you farewell, Jirgar, king of the One Land,” Yan 
said to Jirgar. 

“T shall miss you both greatly,” Jirgar answered. 

“Do not make us wait too long before you join us, Jirgar, 
king of the people,” Yanas added. 

“Only the time necessary for me to fulfill my destiny,” 
Jirgar replied, smiling with humility. 


Epilogue 


More than a hundred years had passed, and Jirgar was 
still guiding and ruling his people. He had seen the rise and 
fall of many knights, and had even mourned some of his 
fallen champions. Khazar was the knight he missed the most; 
he had grown to truly be a friend of his king. When the good 
knight had passed away of old age, his departure pained 
Jirgar almost as much as Jaffaz’s did. But today Jirgar was 
happy. The Garoz, a noble family of the city of Rudad, in the 
region of Canaas, were to have a child, and the Good King 
knew that it was not just any child. 

“It is a baby boy!” the birth woman said. “And a beautiful 
boy!” 

“Let me hold him!” Rastir Garoz ordered. He took his 
child in his arms and exclaimed, “What a beautiful son!” 

“Have you decided on a name yet?” the birth woman 
asked. 

“Yes, it shall be—,” Rastir tried to say before being 
interrupted by his king. 

May I request a favor of you? Jirgar asked mentally to 
them all. 

“My lord, you honor us with your presence, allowing us to 
serve you is a favor you are granting us!” Rastir quickly 
replied. 

The boy you are carrying is very special, dear Rastir, and a 
great destiny awaits him. May I ask of you to name him Jaffaz, 
in memory of my dearest friend and companion? 

“Tt will be our privilege and pleasure, my king, to name 
our child after the champion of the One Land, Jaffaz,” Rastir 
affirmed, his wife nodding approvingly. 

Jirgar, after thanking them, broke the link and smiled. “So 


you have come back, my dear friend. You have come back 
for me,” he said out loud to himself. 

Jaffaz was in the heavens and had chosen to come back to 
this realm, a choice Jirgar had been made aware of, a choice 
he had welcomed with all of his heart. 
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